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THE  BRADYS  IN  TEXAS 

OR, 

THE  GREAT  RANCH  MYSTERY. 
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•  CHAPTER  I. 

/  _i 

THE  MAN  .FROM  TEXAS. 

A  man  tall  and  handsome,  and  dressed  in  the  style  of  a 
Texan,  with  long-tailed  coat,  polished  shoes,  broad  shirt 
front  and  broad-brimmed  hat,  Tapped  on  the  door  of  the 
office  of  the  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service. 

The  chief’s  secretary  answered  the  summons. 

Unknown  visitors  were  always  taken  in  charge  by  this 
diplomatic  individual. 

With  rare  tact  he  managed  to  learn  the  purpose  of  their 
call.  _ 

It  it  was  of  an  important  nature,  then  the  visitor  found 
his  way  into  the  presence  of  the  chief. 

Jf  not,  he  was  put  off,  and  told  that  the  chief  was  busy, 
or  given  some  other  excuse. 

The  secretary  received  this  new  caller  with  politeness, 
and  his  usual  display  of  tact. 

“Is  this  the  office  of  the  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service?” 
asked  the  caller. 

The  secretary  nodded. 

“It  is !” 

“Is  he  in?” 

“I  think  so.  Do  you  wish  to  see  him  personally?”* 

“I  do!” 

“What  is  the  nature  of  your  business?  If  you  will  tell 
me,  perhaps  I  can  get  you  an  immediate  audience  with 

him.” 

The  secretary  was  so  urbane  and  easy  that  the  Texan 
could  not  but  acquiesce.  He  sank  into  a  chair. 

“I  suppose  the  chief  is  a  very  busy  man!”  he  asked. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  secretary. 


“1  can  understand  that.  But  my  business  is  very  im¬ 
portant.  He  will  not  refuse  to  see  me.  Take  this  to 
him !” 

The  Texan  extended  his  hand. 

It  held  a  card. 

The  secretary  glanced  at  it. 

“Dyke  Dane,  Lone  Tree,  Texas !” 

In  an  instant  the  secretary  was  upon  his  feet. 

“What?”  he  cried.  “You  are  Mr.  Dane.  The  chief  has 
been  waiting  for  you.” 

“You  got  my  telegram?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good!”  said  the  Texan  rubbing  his  hands.  “I  shall  be 
very  glad  to  see  the  chief  at  any  time.” 

“Come  this  way !” 

The  secretary  tapped  at  the  door  of  the  inner  office. 

A  brisk  voice  said : 

“Come  in!” 

“Mr.  Dane  of  Texas !”  answered  the  secretary.  The 
chief  turned  in  his  chair. 

Salutations  of  the  warmest  kind  followed.  Then  Mr. 
Dane  said : 

“I  have  come  a  long  ways  to  see  you,  and  naturally  I 
am  anxious  to  settle  affairs  up  at  once :  * 

“There  need  be  no  delay,”  said  the  chief.  “You  may  give 
me  the  details  of  the  case  now !” 

/  The  chief  took  out  a  notebook.  The  Texan  leaned  for¬ 
ward  and  began : 

“Ranch  XX.  is  in  that  part  of  Texas  near  the  Hew  Mex¬ 
ico  line,  and  is  one  of  the  richest  concerns  in  the  Lone  Star 
State. 

“The  ranch  was  owned  up  to  the  hour  of  his  strange 
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death,  by  Colonel  Hubert  of  New  York.  The  colonel  has 
spent  si.\  months  of  every  year  there. 

“His  family  consisted  only  of  his  daughter  Grace.  It 
is  through  her  that  these  strenuous  efforts  are  being  made 
to  bring  his  murderer  to  justice.” 

“Ah,”  commented  the  chief.  “So  it  was  a  case  of  mur¬ 
der  ?” 


“Yes,  and  of  the  most  mysterious  kind.” 

“  l  would  like  the  details.” 

Dane  knitted  his  brows,  as  if  to  recall  all  the  facts. 

Then  he  said : 

“The  colonel  mounted  his  mustang  and  rode  over  to 
Colliers,  a  station  on  the  Santa  Fe  Railroad.  He  used  to 
be  very  fond  of  playing  an  occasional  game  of  cards  at  Dan 
Shafer's  Hotel.  All  the  soldiers  and  officers  from  Fort 
Grant  used  to  frequent  the  place,  and  the  Colonel  was  one 
of  the  popular  habitues. 

“One  day  he  played  at  the  table  with  a  stranger,  a  be- 
whiskered,  keen-eyed  man  whom  nobody  knew.  • 

“The  colonel  was  always  a  great  stickler  for  honor.  Sud¬ 
denly  the  stranger  pulled  a  gun  and  accused  the  colonel  of 
cheating. 

“That  was  enough.  The  colonel  went  over  the  table  at 
him.  The  stranger  would  have  shot  him  in  cold  blood,  but 
1  happened  to  be  on  hand  and  struck  the  pistol  up. 

“Then  a  number  of  us- -"separated  them.  The  stranger 
used  violent  language  and  threatened  to  lay  for  the  colonel. 
That  was  the  end  of  that  affair. 

“For  a  week  nothing  was  seen  of  the  stranger  at  Lone 
Tree.  Then  he  showed  up  with  a  gang  of  cutthroats  from 
the  Gila  region. 

“Three  Card  Jake,  Dead-Shot  Sim  Coe  and  Spotty  Clark 
were  in  the  party.  I  knew  them  all. 

“Now,  there  is  a  tenderfoot  named  Lester  Wall  in  Lone 
Tree.  He  is  a  nice  fellow  and  is  very  sweet  on  Grace 
Hubert.  She  is  a  nice  girl.  Can  ride  a  broncho  and  shoot 
as  well  as  any  of  the  cowboys. 

“Well,  Lester  came  to  me,  and  expressed  his  opinion  that 
this'  gang  of  cutthroats  were  hanging  about  for  no  good 
purpose.  He  even  fancied  that  they  meant  harm  to  Colonel 
Hubert. 

“Of  course  I  could  not  believe  it,  for  the  colonel  had 
passed  them  on  the  street  and  nothing  had  happened.  But 
one  day  the  colonel  came  over  to  Shafer’s  and  dined  with 
Lieutenant  Maxwell  Chase  from  the  fort. 

“  When  the  colonel  left,  it  was  at  about  eleven  at  night. 
I  was  at  the  ranch  that  evening. 

“Lester,  Grace  and  I  were  on  the  piazza  talking  when 
the  foot  beats  of  a  pony  were  heard. 

“  ‘That  is  papa !’  Grace  said.  “And  she  was  right. 

“A  moment  later*a  man  came  running  up  with  loud  cries. 
We  could  not  understand  but  we  followed  him  to  the  cor- 
ra ! . 

“There  in  the  light  of  the  lanterns  we  found  a  terrible 
thing.  The  pony  stood  panting  and  bloodstreaked  after 
a  fearful  run. 

“Bound  on  its  back  was  a  fearfully  mutilated  human 
form.  With  throat  cut.  eves  gouged,  and  slashed  and  cut 
almost  beyond  recognition  was  Colonel  Hubert.” 


IN  TEXAS. 


The  Texan  paused. 

The  graphic  recital  had  held  the  chief  spellbound. 

“Horrible  !”  he  gasped.  „ 

“indeed  you  would  have  said  so  had  you  been  there.” 

“A  foul  murder!” 

“Yes.”"  ,  || 

“Of  course  the  bearded  stranger  and  his  pals  got  in  their 
work !” 

“That  is  wh$t  we  all  thought.  A  posse  rode  down  to 
Shafer’s  and  arrested  Clark,  which  was  the  fellow’s  name, 

and  Three  Card  Jake  and  Coe.  They  were  all  in  the 

•  ^ 

gaming  room. 

“We  hauled  them  out  and  gave  them  a  quick  trial.  As 
sure  as  you  live  they  all  proved  the  alibi. 

“They  had  been  in  the  gaming  room  when  the' colonel 
left  and  had  not  left  at  all  during  the  night.  Of  course 
they  could  not  have  done  the  deed.” 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  the  chief.  “That  makes  the  mys¬ 
tery!” 

“There  you  are!  There  is  the  whole  mystery.  Who 
killed  Colonel  Hubert?  Until  his  affair  with  Clark  he 
had  never  known  an  enemy.” 

The  chief  went  over  the  details. 

Then  he  said : 

“That  is  truly  a  mystery.  It  may  be  that  they  employed 
somebody  to  do  it  for  them.” 

“  If  we  could  prove  that- - ” 

“Ah, 'there’s  the  rub!” 

“Yes,  and  the  whole  community  of  Lone  Tree  have 
backed  me  up  in  coming  here  after  some  smart  detectives 
to  clear  this  matter  up.”* 

“You  want  at  least  two  menl” 

“Yes.” 

“Well*”  said  the  chief  readily.  “I  have  just  the  men 
for  you !” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  it !” 

The  chief  touched  a  bell. 

The  secretary  responded. 

“Send  a  messenger  to  the  lodgings  of  the  Bradvs,”  he 
said.  “Order  them  to  come  here  at  once!” 

“The  Bradys?”  asked  the  Texan.  “Is  not  that  Old  King 
Brady  for  one?” 

“The  same!” 

“Well,  his  fame  is  already  known  in  Texas.”  cried  Dane 
with  delight.  “We  could  not  have  a  better  man !” 

“I  agree  with  you  there.  You  could  not  have  better  men 
than  Old  and  Aoung  King  Brady.  If  they  do  not  solve 
this  case,  you  may  rest  assured  nobody  can.” 

“I  feel  very  much  encouraged,”  said  Dane.  “How  soon 
do  ton  think  they  will  be  here?” 

“1  am  sure  it  will  not  take  them  very  loimf” 

At  this  moment  the  secretary  appeared  in  the  door. 

“Chief,”  he  said.  “I  have  just  seen  both  the  detectives 
you  are  sending  for  crossing  the  street.  It  is  my  opinion 
the}'  are  coming  here  and  will  be  in  this  office  very  soon !” 

“Good !”  cried  the  chief.  “Make  sure  of  that !” 

The  words  had  barely  left  his  lips  when  a  little  Ml 
tinkled  i14i.be  outer  office. 
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Then  the  door  opened  and  two  men  entered. 

As  they  are  to  become  the  most  important  characters  of 
this  storv  let  ns  take  a  look  at  them. 

Old  King  Brady  was  the  most  noted  detective  of  the 

day. 

w 

In  the  criminal  circles  of  Gotham  he  was  widely  known 
and  feared. 

The  very  mention  of  his  name  struck  terror  to  the  hearts 
of  the  evildoers. 

For  many  years  his  tall,  gaunt  figure  clad  in  a  long  blue 
coat,  with  a  high  stock  collar  and  a  wide-brimmed  felt  hat 
had  been  familiar  on  the  streets  of  New  York. 

He  had  recently  found  a  protege. 

A  smart  young  detective  whose  name  was  also  Brady, 
though  he  was  no  blood  relation,  had  joined  forces  with 
the  old  detective. 

Harry  Brady  speedily  acquired  the  skill  of  his  teacher 
and  became  a  great  success. 

The  two  soon  became  known  as  Old  and  Young  King 
Brady. 

Thus  they  are  introduced  to  the  reader  together  with 
the  details  of  one  of  their  great  cases. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  DETECTIVES'  DIAGNOSIS. 

As  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  entered  the  office  of  the 
Chief  of  the  Secret  Service  he  sprang  up. 

A  cry  of  joy  escaped  him. 

‘*Well,  this  is  luck!”  he  cried.  “I  was  just  going  to 
send  to  your  lodgings  for  you.” 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady  with  a  glance  at 
Dane.  “I  suppose  -you  have  another  hard  nut  for  us  to 
crack!” 

“That  I  have!” 

“What  may  it  be?” 

“Murder !” 

“The  field?” 

“Texas!” 

The  two  detectives  looked  at  each  other,  and  Old  King 
Bradv  smiled. 

“Harry  has  been  dying  for  a  trip  west,”  he  said.  “This 
is  his  chance!” 

“Then  I  am  assured  that  you  will  undertake  the  Ranch 
XX  mystery?”  asked  the  chief. 

“First  let  us  know  the  details,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“It  may  be  beyond  us!” 

“Nonsense!”  laughed  the  chief.  “You  are  too  modest, 

Brady.” 

“No,  no!  I  am  only  sensible  of  my  limitations,  that  is 
all !” 

“Well,  allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  both  Mr.  Dyke  Dane 

of  Lone  Tree.” 

“Very  happy !”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

1  Jane  grasped  the  hands  of  the  detectives.  , 

At  once  they  weVe  friends. 


The  Bradys  recognized  in  him  a  fine  manly  type  of 
Westerner.  They  were  ready  to  tie  to  him. 

“Now,  Mr.  Dane,”  said  the  chief.  “If  it  is  not  too  much 
to  ask,  would  you  mind  repeating  your  story  to  these  two 
gentlemen  ?” 

“Certainly!”  replied  Dane  and  at  once  launched  into  the 
narrative.  The  Bradys  listened  with  deep  interest. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  asked  a  few  questions. 

It  was  evident  that  the  two  detectives  were  puzzled. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady  finally.  “.Here  is  a  mys¬ 
tery  for  us,  Hany,  and  a  good  one!” 

“I  should  say  so!”  agreed  the  young  detective.  “It 
would  be  easy  enough,  but  for  the  alibi !” 

“Sure  !  Is  the  alibi  reliable,  Mr.  Dane?” 

“  Oh,  yes !” 

“What  are  your  personal  ideas  on  the  subject?” 

“Well,  somewhat  vogue!” 

“Please  express  them !” 

“First.  I  believe  it  was  murder!” 

“Oh,  yes!” 

“Next,  I  am  confident  that  it  was  prompted  by  a  spirit 
of  revenge !” 

“Ah?” 

“Now,  the  only  person  with  a  motive  of  whom  I  know 
is  Spotty  Clark !” 

“Just  so!  This  Clark  is  a  type  of  Western  desperado,  is- 
he?” 

“He  is!” 

“Go  on!” 

“Of  course  I  am  at  a  loss  to  guess  who  the  real  murder¬ 
er  is - ” 

I 

“The  real  murderer?” 

“1  mean  the  actual  perpetrator  of  the  deed.  Or  perhaps 
[  might  say  the  agent  of  the  assassin.  This  is  only  my 
personal  theory.” 

“That  is  all  I  ask !” 

i 

“I  have  no  idea  who  he  is  !”■ 

“I  understand.  That  will  be  the  first  thing  to  discover !” 

“I  should  think  so !” 

“You  say  Colonel  Hubert  has  a  very  lovely  daughter?” 

'  “Yres.” 

“Is  she  heart  and  fancy  free?” 

“Well,  yes.  She  is  attended  sometimes  by  a  young  man 
named  Lester  Wall !” 

“Is  he  of  good  character?” 

“A  thorough  gentleman.” 

“Has  she  no  other  admirer?” 

“Lieutenant  Maxwell  Chase  of  Fort  Grant.  I  may  say 
that  Chase  has  no  chance  whatever !” 

“'Dm !  What  sort  of  a  fellow  is  Chase  personally?” 

“Not  at  all  popular.  A  martinet  and  a  tyrant.  He  was 
not  on  speaking  terms  with  Wall.” 

“Rivals  as  it  were?” 

“Yes.” 

“Colonel  Hubert  leaves  a  large  fortune,  I  suppose.  Who 
is  his  direct  heir?” 

“His  daughter!” 

Old  King  Brady  was  thoughtful  for  a  long  while. 

Finally  he  turned  to  Harry. 
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“ Who  is  the  murderer?”  lie  asked. 

“Lester  Wall!”  replied  the  young  detective. 

It  was  like  a  bombshell  in  the  ollice.  Dane  bounded  to 
his  feet.  - 

II  is  eyes  burned  like  stars. 

“No,  no!”  he  cried.  “You  are  wrong.  That  is  not  so. 
Lester  Wall  could  not  have  been  guilty  of  this  deed !” 

Both  detectives  looked  keenly  at  the  Texan.  He  stood 
with  heaving  breast  and  flashing  eyes. 

It  was  a  moment  of  interest. 

The  detective  probe  was  going  deep.  Finally  the  chief 
said : 

l 

“Do  not  unduly  excite  yourself,  Mr.  Dane.  Pray  be 
seated !” 

“But  I  cannot  hear  any  implications  against  Wall,”  said 
Dane  hotly.  “He  is  one  of  God’s  noblemen.”  x 

“Flo  doubt,  Mr.  Dane,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  mildly. 
“But  a  detective  always  regards  every  man  a  thief  until 
he  is  proven  innocent !” 

Dane  sat  down. 

Gradually  he  grew  calmer. 

“Pardon  me!”  he  said  Anally.  “I  did  not  mean  to  dis¬ 
pute  your  opinion.  But  why  do  you  adjudge  Wall  the 
guilty  man?” 

He  looked  at  Harry. 

The  young  detective  replied  laconically: 

“Motive!” 

“Ah,  but  what  motive  could  Wall  have  had  for  killing 
Colonel  Hubert,  the  father  of  the  girl  he  worshipped  ?” 

“Love — and  perhaps  gain!” 

Dane  gave  a  gasp. 

“1  never  heard  of  love  driving  a  .man  to  commit  mur¬ 
der!”  he  said.  “That  would  be  impossible.” 

“Bv  no  means,”  said  the  chief.  “There  is  no  emotion 
so  powerful  or  which  will  so  effectually  make  a  man  com¬ 
mit  crime  as  passionate  love  !”  * 

Dane  was  dazed. 

He  muttered  incoherently.  ^ 

“No,  no!”  he  said.  “You  can  never  make  me  believe 
that  he  did  it.” 

“Look  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  have  told  us 
that  Colonel  Hubert  idolized  his  daughter?” 

“Yes.” 

“He  had  no  other  living  relative?” 

“None !” 

“He  would  not  hear  of  her  marriage  for  the  fact  that 
he  would  be  left  alone  and  broken-hearted.  Is  not  that 
true?” 

“Ye-es  !”  admitted  Dane,  reluctantly. 

“Very  good  !  What  inference  are  we  to  draw  from  fliis? 
Wall  loved  the  girl  and  knew  he  could  never  hope  to  get 
her  while  her  father  lived!” 

“Upon  this  I  have  based  my  theory,”  said  Harry.  “Wall 
is  directly  or  indirectly  connected  with  that  crime.” 

“But  he  did  not  do  it  with  his  own  hand,”  declared 
.Dane,  “for  he  was  with  us  on  the  veranda  of  the  ranch  when 
Colonel  IluberPs  horse  came  home!” 

Old  King  Brady  leaned  forward. 

“You  know  Spotty  Clark?” 


“Yes.” 

“lie  is  a  desperado!” 

“  1 le  is  !”  ♦ 

“He  has  at  his  finger  tips  perhaps  half  a  dozen  willing 
tools  of  the  same  stamp?” 

“That  is  true !” 

“He  did  not  show  up  in  Lone  Tree  until  a  few  days  be¬ 
fore  the  murder.” 

“No.” 

“What  induced  him  to  visit  Lone  Tree  at  about  this 
time?  Was  it  a  mere  chance,  or  had  he  been  offered  in¬ 
ducement  ?”  , 

Dane  was  staggered. 

Detective  methods  such  as  these  completely  staggered 
him. 

It  looked  as  if  the  Bradys  would  actually  produce  the 
murderer  and  place  him  on  the  gallows  with  no  further 
exertion. 

“Why — I  suppose,”  he  stammered,  “that  Clark  came  up 
to  Lone  Tree  by  a  mere  chance.  I  don’t  know  that  there 
was  any  particular  reason  for  it.” 

“We  are  deducing  facts,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
may  not  hit  the  true  line  at  first,  but  we  shall  certainly 
make  an  impression  and  a  start. 

“Now,  here  is  the  summarv:  Mr.  Wall  is  in  love  with 
Grace  Hubert.  Her  father  will  not  allow  her*  to  marry 
while  he  lives. 

“Very  good!  Ergo!  A  rival  shows  up  on  the  horizon. 
He  is  a  military  man  and  they  are  usually  winners  with  the 
ladies. 

“Wall  is  no  more  than  human.  He  sees 'the  possibility 
of  losing  his  prize.  If  he  waits  perhaps  fifteen  years  for 
Colonel  Hubert’s  death,  all  that  time  may  bring  Such 
changes  that  his  pretty  bird  will  slip  from  his  grasp !” 

“Impossible !”  .  cried  Dane. 

“Wait!  Nothing  is  impossible.  This  is  certainly  not 
improbable.  You  will  admit  that  with  Colonel  Hubert 
out  of  the  way,  Wall  had  a  fair-  and  easy  road  to  the  con¬ 
quest  of  Grace  and  the  possession  of  millions.” 

“They  will  no  doubt  marry,”  agreed  Dane. 

“Perhaps  so!  Now  Wall  would  never  dare  do  the  deed 
lijmself,  nor  would  he  employ  any  near  friend.  .  He  hies 
himself  to  a  distance  and  finds  Spotty  Clark. 

“  Clqrk  comes  down  to  Lone  Tree  and  quarrels  with  the 
colonel  purposely.  That  forever  diverts  any  possible  sus¬ 
picion  from  Wall.  Do  you  see?” 

My  God  !  ’  gasped  Dane.  “That  would  be  an  awful 
chain  of  crime !” 

True,  but  the  links  are  all  there.  Again,  after  quarrel¬ 
ling  with  the  colonel  you  will  note  how  careful  Clark  is  to 
be  in  a  conspicuous  place  on  that  night  of  nights  that  he 
might  not  be  suspected  as  the  only  man  having  a  motive.” 

Dane  was  spellbound. 

“Now,”  continued  Old  King  Brady.  “The  actual  hand 
tliot  dio\ e  the  knife  is  not  yet  known.  But  that  hand  was 
guided  by  another. 

It  is  all  a  ring  and  clique  of  crime,  and  at  the  bottom 
of  all  is  the  motive  which  is  as  old  a5  the  world,  and  as 
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ancient  as  time,  and  in  all  cases  the  guiding  star  for  the 
detectives,  impassioned  love  and  a  woman.” 

For  some  moments  after  this  eloquent  exposition  by  Old 
King  Brady  there  was  a  deep  silence. 

Dane  was  deeply  moved. 

His  frame  shook  with  emotion. 

Again  and  again  he  shook  his  head.  Finally  he  in¬ 
clined  it. 

“1  can  see  why  you  detectives  are  so  successful,”  he  said. 
‘‘You  are  wonderful  men.  Wonderful  beyond  compare. 
1  think  you  may  have  the  right  diagnosis.  Things  I  now 
recall  confirm  it.”  / 

“Exactly!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  it  was  not  such 
a  great  problem.  My  partner  and  I  saw  it  at  the  first 
glance.” 

“Wonderful !”  repeated  Dane,  slowly.  “You  Bradys  are 
the  marvels  of  the  age.” 


CHAPTER  III.  ‘ 

ESTABLISHING  A  CLEW.  / 

Lone  Tree  was  a  typical  Texan  town  on  the  plains  of  the 
Pan  Handle,  trees  dotting  the  horizon  all  around  and  the 
blue  hazy  heights  of  land  far  in  the  Western  sky.  ^ 

Cowboys  and  Greasers,  peons  and  Xavajos,  gamblers  and 
sports  and  sharpers  all  jostled  each  other  in  its  streets  and 
its  gambling  hells. 

For  it  was  the  paradise  of  the  gambler. 

Herdsmen  rode  into  Lone  Tree  after  the  great  round-up 
and  unloaded  their  shekels  into  the  maws  of  the  greedy 
gamblers  with  persistent  regularity. 

The  XX  Ranch  was  the  most  noted  in  the  region. 

Everybody  knew  it,  and  its  stock  was  of  the  best  in 
Texas. 

Everybody  liked  old  Colonel  Hubert,  and  even  the  rude 
peons  worshipped  the  beautiful  and  brave  daughter  Grace. 

She,  lithe  and  beautiful,  pround  and  grand,  yet  gentle 
and  winning,  and  generous  to  a  fault,  was  the  idol  of  the 
nlainsman. 

They  looked  upon  her  almost  as  a  deity.  Perhaps  this 
was  owing  to  the  fact  that  none  of  her  class  were  in  the 
region. 

That  one  so  peerless  should  be  willing  to  live  in  such  a 
wild  land  and  also  to  smack  of  its  peculiarities  was  cer¬ 
tainly  unusual  if  not  altogether  commendable. 

So  wrhen  Colonel  Hubert  was  murdered  public  sentiment 
ran  high. 

The  entire  community  rose  as  one  man. 

Dyke  Dane,  the  handsome  young  stock  herder,  was  se¬ 
lected  as  the  most  intelligent  and  able  man  to  go  East  and 
find  some  keen  detectives. 

It  was  the  purpose  of  the  denizens  of  Lone  Tree  to  track 
down  the  assassin. 

For  the  purpose  they  raised  five  thousand  dollars  in  a 
single  night. 

Dane  went  East. 


He  also  returned. 

His  report  was  vague. 

In  fact  it  was  hardly  satisfactory. 

“Detectives  are  hired,”  he  said,  “and  may  come  in  on 
any  train.” 

Watch  was  kept  on  the  trains. 

But  no  hawk-eyed  sleuth  alighted  at  the  Lone  Tree  sta¬ 
tion  nor  placed  his  name  on  the  register  of  Shafer’s  Hotel. 

Those  who  had  subscribed  their  money  grew  impatient. 

A  sullen  murmur  went  through  the  town.  Dyke  Dane’s 
name  was  heard  in  slurring  protest. 

“Got  his  trip  East  and  that  was  all  he  wanted,”  they 
muttered.  “He’s  in  the  ring  too,  likely!” 

Dane  suffered  all  this  in  silence.  But  he  knew  that 
vindication  would  come.  * 

One  day  two  men  in  the  dress  of  land  speculators  got  off 
at  Lone  Tree. 

They  registered  at  Shafer’s : 

“Jedediah  Hanks.” 

“Seth  Cleaves.” 

Typical  Yankee  names,  and  shrewd  fellows  they  proved. 
They  hung  about  the  hotel,  and  made  inquiries  about  town 
lots,  and  drove  several  sharp  bargains  in  horse  flesh. 

“Let  them  tenderfoots  alone,”  said  one  Lone  Tree  deni¬ 
zen  who  was  victimized.  “I  reckon  they'd  live  under  an 
alkali  bush.  They’re  a  couple  of  durned  doggoned  Down 
East  Yankees,  hoof  an’  hide !” 

Cleaves  and  Hanks  remained  about  the  town  for  a  few 
days. 

They  held  repeated  consultations  with  Dyke  Dane. 

Indeed,  the  young  Texan  seemed  to  have  grown  so 
chummy  with  the  Y  ankees  that  comment  was  excited. 

But  there  was  a  method  in  Dane’s  madness.  One  night 
at  Shafer’s  a  drunken  peon  staggered  up  to  the  bar  and 
called  for  a  drink. 

“Madre  Dios  !”  he  said,  “I  havea  no  money.  I  givea  you 
dis  for  twenty  pesos.” 

He  showed  a  somewhat  battered,  but  costly  gold  watch 
across  the  bar.  Shafer  stared  at  the  Mexican. 

“You  lazy,  larruping  coyote,”  he  cried,  “where  did  you 
ever  come  across  a  watch  like  that?  You  stole  it!” 

“Caramba!  Soul  of  Mary!  Jesu  have  witness.  I  never 
did!”  pleaded  the  peon.  It  was  given  my  by  a  gentleman 
for  saving  his  life  !” 

Shafer  took  the  watch. 

“It’s  pretty  well  used  up,”  he  said.  “I’ll  take  it  for  four 
drinks.” 

At  this  moment  a  long,  gaunt  arm  reached  across  the 
bar. 

“Let  me  see  the  watch,  Garcia,”  said  a  soft  voice.  “I  will 
give  you  the  twenty  pesos !” 

“It  is  yours,  senor !”  cried  the  peon,  turning  and  facing 
the  Yankee,  Hanks.  His  colleague  Cleaves  stood  by. 

Shafer  turned  to  wait  on  some  other  customers  and 
took  no  further  iifferest  in  the  affair. 

The  peon  unhesitatingly  accepted  the  money  from  the 
Yankee. 

The  latter  looked  the  watch  over  critically.  Then  he 
said  softlyvto  the  peon : 
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“  I  'll  give  you  twenty  pesos  more  if  you'll  tell  me  the 
man  you  got  it  from.” 

Garcia’s  dull  eyes  glittered. 

The  fumes  of  the  liquor  clouded  his  otherwise  cunning 
brain. 

“Madre  Dios!”  he  exclaimed.  “Why  should  I  not  tell? 
It  was  the  noble  senor,  he  whom  they  call  Clark !” 

The  second  twenty  pesos  were  paid  over.  Hanks  looked 
at  Cleaves  and  said: 

“Didn’t  I  tell'you  so?” 

They  drew  apart  from  the  crowd  and  examined  the  watch 
critically. 

On  the  verge  of  the  inner  case  were  cut  the  initials : 

“J.  V.  H.” 

Hanks  carefully  stowed  the  watch  away  in  his  pocket. 
The  two  Yankees  strolled  about  the  town. 

Then  they  retired  for  the  night. 

The  next  day  they  appeared  in  a  new  role.  The  natives 
stared. 

v  They  paraded  the  streets  and  haunted  the  gaming  dens 
with  a  jewelry  case  and  a  collection  of  watches  and  rings. 

These  were  ottered  for  sale. 

But  at  such  prohibitive  prices  that  nobody  saw  fit  to 
buy. 

t  The  two  Yankees  whose  identity  the  reader  has  no  doubt 
guessed  were  playing  a  deep  game. 

Hanks  was  no  other  than  Old  King  Brady,  and  Cleaves 
was  Harry  in  disguise. 

While  the  denizens  of  the  town  were  scoffing  at  the  non- 
appearance  of  Dane’s  detectives  they  were  already  on  hand. 

The  two  detectives  with  their  jewelry  case  walked  down 
to  the  depot  to  meet  the  train. 

It  came  and  left  and  they  stood  just  across  the  track. 
The  station  agent  who  stood  in  the  door  shouted: 

“Hey,  you  Yankees,  hyar  comes  some  customers  fer  ye!” 

The  Bradys  turned  and  saw  four  cowboys  coming  across 
the  tracks  on  their  ponies.  They  were  laughing  and  jesting 
coarsely. 

The  Braxlys  gave  a  start. 

“There  are  our  birds !”  whispered  Harry. 

Old  King  Brady  sang  out : 

“Buy  your  watches  and  rings  here,  gentlemen  !  Solid 
gold  at  half  price !” 

The  cowboys  drew  rein. 

They  were  looking  for  sport  and  this  seemed  to  promise 
something. 

Every  one  of  them  was  known  to  the  detectives.  The  fore¬ 
most  with  the  beard  was  Spotty  Clark. 

The  others  were'Three  Card  Jake,  Sim  Coe  and  Broncho 
Ben.  They  were  a  quartette  of  desperadoes. 

“'Hello!”  shouted  Clark  with  an  Indian  whoop.  “Hyar’s 
.  our  mutton,  boys!  Corral  the  pizen  cusses  and  take  their 
skins !” 

Down  came  the  rollicking  gang  in  a  bearing  bunch. 

The  detectives  were  fearful  for  a  moment  that  they  would 
be  ridden  down.  But  they  pluckily  held  their  ground  and 
the  desperadoes  drew  rein. 

The  Bradys  played  their  part  well. 


“Ah,  gentlemen!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “Buy  of  us 
a  ring  or  a  watch.  We  will  sell  cheap !” 

The  cowboys  burst  into  uproarious  laughter.  They 
caracalled  their  ponies  about  the  detectives  and  fired  their 
revolvers  into  the  air. 

But,  finding  that  this  did  not  scare  the  pseudo  Yankees, 
they  finally  desisted  and  drawing  their  horses  up  in  a  row, 
all  dismounted  but  one.  This  was  Broncho  Ben,  who  held 
the  reins. 

Three  Card  Jake  tried  on  a  ring  and  Sim  Coe  jeered 
him. 

But  Clark  took  a  watch  from  Old  King  Brady’s  hand 
and  held  it  up. 

Then  occurred  a  strange  incident. 

The  detective  held  up  a  watch. 

“I  will  sell  you  this  watch  cheap,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

As  Clark  looked  at  the  timepiece,  his  face  grew  livid.  The 
detectives  had  their  clew. 

The  watch  was  the  battered  relic ,  purchased  from  the 
peon  Garcia,  and  which  the  detectives  knew  had  belonged 
to  Colonel  Hubert  and  had  been  taken  from  his  bodyHhe 
night  of  his  murder. 

The  expression  of  Clark’s  face  showed  that  he  knew  the 
watch. 

9  » 

He  had  seen  it  before. 

No  better  evidence  of  his  complicity  in  the  colonel’s 
murder  could  be  desired. 

The  deduction  of  the  detectives  was  in  this  respect  proved 
absolutely  correct.  It  was  a  point  gained. 

The  watch  had  been  in  Clark’s  possession. 

He  had  given  it  to  Garcia. 

He  had  gotten  it  from — whom?  Perhaps  the  murderer 
of  the  colonel  himself.  The  plundering  of  the  dead  man's 
body  had  been  a  fact.  If  Clark  was  the  ringleader  of  the 
gang,  what  more  natural  than  that  he  should  have  claimed 
the  spoils  ? 

The  detectives  had  gained  all  that  they  desired  from  this 
source. 

“Look  here, *you  cursed  Jews,”  gritted  Clark.  “Where 
did  you  get  this  watch?” 

Absolute  innocence  shone  in  the  faces  of  the  two  detec¬ 
tives. 

“What  is  that,  sir?”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Is  the  watch 
wrong?  I  will  sell  it  to  you  as  warranted  !” 

“No,  no!”  thundered  Clark.  “Where  did  you  get  it?” 

v  O 

The  Bradys  exchanged  glances. 

Then  Harry  said : 

“We  bought  it.” 

“Who  from?” 

“A  peon  they  call  Garcia !” 

A  curse  dropped  from  the  villain’s  lips. 

“I’ll  kill  Garcia!”  he  gritted.  “Do  ye  understand?  Tr’s 
mv  watch,  and  he  stole  it!” 

“I  cannot  help  that,”  protested  Old  King  Bradv.  “It  is 
my  watch  now.  I  paid  him  for  it.” 

“How  much  did  ye  pay  him?”  asked  Clark. 

“Twenty  pesos !” 

“Well,  here  is  your  money!” 

“  No,  no !  I  will  not  sell  for  twenty !” 
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Dike  it  or  nothing,  curse  ye!  It's  stolon  property,  and 
ye  can't  keep  it  by  law.  Here's  your  money!” 

t  lark  threw  down  the  coins,  leaped  on  his  pony  and 
cantered  awav. 


“Lester !” 

“Yes.  1  have  just  ridden  in  from  Lone  Tree.  I  bring 
no  news.’’ 

Then  the  Eastern  detectives  have  not  yet  arrived  ?” 

“No.” 


CHAPTER  IV 

AT  RANCH  XX. 

The  detectives  could  not  help  feeling  well  satisfied  with 
the  result  of  this  adroit  subterfuge. 

o 

Clark  had  betrayed  himself. 

If  he  was  not  connected  with  the  murder,  at  least  lie 
knew  who  was.  It  was  a  thread  well  picked  up. 

That  evening  the  two  -Yankees  vanished  from  the  town. 

The  next  afternoon  two  men  in  the  dress  of  plainsmen 
galloped  up  to  the  gates  of  Ranch  XX.  ' 

They  were  met  by  a  dark- featured,  handsome  man  who 
wore  a  suit  of  black  velvet  and  a  Mexican  hat. 

He  stared  at  them  and  asked : 

“Well,  senors,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?” 

“Is  this  Mr.  Lester  Wall?”  asked  the  older  of  the  two 
horsemen. 

“It  is!”  was  the  reply. 

“Colonel  Hubert  is  dead  !  Therefore  we  cannot  see  him !” 

“  He  is  dead  !” 

“You  have  charge  of  this  ranch?”  \ 

“Yes!”  replied  Wall  testily.  “Will  you  state  your  busi¬ 
ness  ?” 

“We  are  experienced  rancheros.  We  would  like  to  go 
with  your  herd !” 

“  Y  ou  must  see  Senor  Bolero,  our  head  ranchero,  as  to 
that.  If  you  are  smart  men  he  will  hire  you!” 

“Ah,  thanks,  Senor  Wall!” 

The  two  rancheros  galloped  away  to  the  corral.  Here  they 
found  Senor  Bolero.  In  a  few  moments  they  were  made 
members  of  the'  cowboy  company  of  Ranch  XX. 

They  gave  their  names  as  Ike  and  Jim. 

For  a  couple  of  days  the  two  new  cowboys  met  their 
duties  at  the  ranch. 

The  youngest,  Jim,  was  a  daring  rider  of  bronchos. 

The  other  cowboys  took  to  him  at  once  and  he  became  a 
favorite. 

i 

At  games  and  sports  he  was  sure  to  excel.  The  elder 
cowboy  held  his  own  also,  but  his  age  was  respected. 

Thus  Jim  and  Ike  became  popular  at  Ranch  XX. 

At  night  they  slept  in  hammocks  in  the  long  shed  back 
of  the  corral.  But  one  night  after  all  the  other  ranchmen 
were  asleep  Jim  and  Ike  crawled  out  of  their  hammocks. 

They  crept  through  the  yard  to  the  piazza  of  the  hacienda 
or  ranch  house. 

A  light  shone  in  the  windows.  The  night  was  warm  and 
the-e  were  open. 

Footsteps  sounded  on  the  piazza.  A  woman’s  figure  aro<e 
from  a  chair  in  the  corner,  and  a  sweet  but  firm  voice  said  : 

“Who  *'ome.-  there?” 

“Oh,  is  it  vou,  Grace?  Don’t  you  know  me?” 


The  detectives,  for  such  Ike  and  Jim  were,  crept  nearer 
and  took  in  every  word. 

Something  like  a  sigh  escaped  the  lips  of  the  young  girl. 

“I  am  determined,”  she  said,  “that  my  father  shall  be 
avenged.  I  will  spend  all  I  have  to  track  down  his  mur¬ 
derers.” 

“Grace,”  said  the  soft,  insinuating  voice  of  Wall,  “I  hope 
that  I  may  be  the  happy  man  to  do  you  that  favor.” 

“Is — is  there  any  hope  or  chance  that  you  can?”  she 
asked. 

“I  believe  so.” 

“Then — if  you  will;  bring  my  father’s  assassin  to  justice 
— I  will  grant  you  that  which  you  once  asked  of  me  and 
which  I  refused.” 

“Y  ourself  ?” 

“Yes.”  * 

“Oh,  Grace,  my  darling - ” 

“Stand  back  !  Don’t  come  near  me.  The  compact  is  not 
yet  fulfilled.” 

“You  are  cruel.  You  know  I  will  give  my  life  to  fulfill 
it.” 

“I  know  only  that  which  is  demonstrated  to  me,”  replied 
the  young  girl.  “My  faith  in  liumand  kind  is  shattered.” 

“And  you  do  not  believe  in  me?” 

“Not  yet.” 

“But,”  pleaded  Wall,  “I  have  always  been  faithful, 
and - ” 

“Time  will  tell.  But  you  have  formed  some  conclusion. 
Who  do  you  think  could  be  the  guilty  party  ?” 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence. 

Then  something  like  a  Mss  escaped  the  lips  of  Wall. 

“Once  before  1  warned  you  of  a  certain  viper,”  he  said. 
“You  scoffed  at  my  suspicions.” 

“You  mean  Lieutenant  Chase?” 

“Yes.” 

“Bah  !  He  is  not  the  man.” 

“You  exasperate  me.  Why  should  he  not  be  guilty  ?” 

“What  reasons  have  you  for  thinking  him  guilty?” 

“Almost  complete  evidence.” 

“What?” 

“Listen !  I  have  learned  that  a  certain  article  known  to 
have  been  your  father’s  is  in  his  possession.  He  was  absent 
from  the  fort  that  night.  He  did  not  return  until  late. 
What  better  proof?” 

There  was  an  interval  of  silence. 

Then  the  tense  voice  of  the  young  girl  was  heard: 

“It  is  absolutely  preposterous.  Lieutenant  Chase  never 
killed  my  father.” 

“Curses!”  gritted  Wall.  “You  will  believe  nothing 
against  that  fellow.” 

“Nothing  is  proved  against  him.” 

“You  would  not  believe  it,  then.  Love  is  blind.” 

“What  do  you  mean?’’ 
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“You  love  him  and  you  know  it,”  cried  Wall,  with  jealous 
spleen. 

A  ringing  laugh  escaped  the  lips  of  Grace  Hubert. 

“That  is  the  greatest  folly  you  ever  perpetrated,”  she 
cried.  “I  love  no  man.  My  heart  is  free.  Why  should  I 
become  a  man’s  slave  ?  I  have  health  and  wealth.  I  need 
no  man’s  love.” 

“But  mine,  mine!”  cried  Wall,  passionately.  “You  will 
learn  to  love  me,  Grace.  My  whole  life  is  wrapped  up  in 
you.  Oh,  I  have  played  high  to  win  you.  I  would  sell  my 
soul  for  you.” 

“Which  would  be  folly.  I  tell  you  I  can  never  love  you.” 

“But  you  have  agreed  to  marry  me  if  I  bring  your  fa¬ 
ther’s  murderer  to  justice.” 

“That  is  the  price  of  revenge.  I  will  pay  that  price  for 
the  avenging  of  my  father’s  death.” 

“And  I  will  win  it.  I  swear  by  all  that  is  sacred.” 

“That  may  be.  Good  night.” 

.  “Good  night.” 

Wall  came  stumbling  across  the  yard.  As  he  passed  the 
detectives  in  the  gloom  he  was  deep  in  soliloquy. 

“She  is  a  prize  worth  the  venture,”  he  muttered.  “Yes,  I 
have  already  sold  my  soul  for  her.  So  she  does  not  love 
Chase  after  all.  Curse  him.  That  saves  his  life,  for  I 
would  have  killed  him.” 

He  vanished  in  the  gloom.  v 

But  the  Bradys  followed  the  sound  of  his  footsteps. 

As  they  glided  on  in  pursuit  Harry  whispered: 

“What  do  you  think  ?  Did  I  not  make  a  good  guess  ?” 

“You  hit  the  nail.” 

“T  think  so.” 

“He  is  our  man.” 

“As  sure  as  fate.  He  stands  almost  self  convicted.” 

“Yet  he  did  not  commit  the  deed  with  his  own  hands.” 

“That  is  very  true.  That  very  fact  is  going  to  hinder 
us.” 

“Until  we  have  the  real  assassin  we  can  hope  to  do  little.” 

“Absolutely  nothing.” 

Thus  deducing  theories  the  Bradys  crept  on  in  the  gloom. 
It  was  not  long  before  they  reached  the  end  of  the  ranch 
yard. 

Then  their  path  led  them  beyond  the  corral. 

“Where  is  he  going?”  whispered  Harry.  “Can  it  be  back 
to  Lone  Tree?” 

“Hardly,  lie  would  take  his  horse.” 

“That  is  so.” 

“He  is  up  to  something.” 

“What  ?” 

“It  looks  like  an  appointment.” 

“With  whom?” 

“Sh!  What  is  that?” 

A  long,  low  whistle  smote  sibilantly  upon  the  air. 

Twice  it  sounded. 

Then  from  a  point  far  out  on  the  plain  there  came  the 
low,  faint  bark  of  a  coyote.  It  was  repeated. 

Against  the  sky  line  the  detectives,  by  crouching,  saw  the 
outlines  of  several  figures  advancing. •. 

They  were  evidently  coming  to  meet  Wall.  It  was  an  ap¬ 
pointment. 


But  with  whom  ? 

What  business  had  the  villain  with  any  one  in  this  place 
and  at  this  hour  ? 

The  detectives  were  deeply  interested.  They  knew  that  it 
meant  something  of  importance. 

They  were  determined  to  know  what. 

So  they  kept  close  behind  Wall.  In  a  few  moments  muf¬ 
fled  voices  sounded. 

“Is  that  you,  Wall?” 

“It  is.” 

The  first  voice  was  Spotty  Clark. 

“Well,  what  luck?” 

“I  got  part  of  a  promise  from  her.” 

“How  ?” 

“She  said  she’d  marry  me  if  I’d  avenge  her  father’s 
death.  What  do  you  think  of  that  ?” 

“Haw,  haw.  You’d  better  take  the  job.” 

“Ugh  !  I  reckon  not.  But  I  think  she  will  come  to  terms 
before  long.  She  will  miss  her  father  and  get  lonesome  and 
home  sick.” 

# 

“You  seem  to  understand  feminine  nature.” 

“I  know  it  is  natural  for  a  woman  to  love  somebody.  Now 
her  father  is  gone  she  must  find  some  one  else.  Why  not 
me  ?”  y 

“It  all  depends  on  you.  You  ought  to  be  a  regular  lady 
killer.” 

“Humph!  Women  are  queer,  but,  I  say,  what’s  the 
news  ?” 

“All  quiet  except  that  I  had  a  queer  experience  to-day. 
Two  Yankee  jewelry  peddlers  offered  me  a  watch.  Whose 
do  you  suppose  it  was  ?” 

“Nat  Huber’s  ?” 

“The  very  same.” 

“The  deuce !  I  told  you  a  clew  would  leak  out  in  that 
way.  Confound  it !  How  did  he  get  it?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I  supposed  it  was  safe  with  the  other 
articles.  I  believe  that  black-hearted  peon  Garcia  stole  it.” 

“Kill  him  if  he  did.” 

“I  can’t  prove  it.  But  the  Yhnkee  swears  he  got  it  from 
Garcia.”  * 

Wall  seemed  much  exercised  over  this  revelation.  Very 
angrily  he  denounced  the  affair. 

“I’ll  shoot  that  treacherous  Garcia  on  sight,”  he  gritted. 
“He  means  to  betray  us  and — mother  of  Mary !  What  is 
that  ?” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

M 

A  DARK  PLOT. 

The  two  detectives  had  been  crouching  in  the  grass  lis¬ 
tening  intently. 

So  absorbed  were  they  that  neither  thought  of  anything 

else. 

Harry,  in  trying  to  creep  nearer,  chanced  to  crush  a 
small  sage  brush  beneath  his  arms. 

Now  crouching  under  this  and  doubtless  enjoying  a 
good  nap  was  a  big  jack  rabbit. 
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The  rabbit  gave  a  blind  rush  and  ran  between  Wall’s 
logs* 

So  swiftly  did  the  creature  go  that  the  villain  had  no 
chance  to  see  it  and  it  was  out  of  sight. 

But  the  noise  and  the  blow  given  Wall's  leg  was  enough 
to  startle  and  arouse  him. 

‘‘Eh?”  cried  Clark,  pulling  Ms  revolver.  “What’s  the 
matter?” 

‘‘Something  passed  me  like  a  bullet,”  declared  Wall. 
‘‘There  are  so  many  of  these  cursed  skulking  peons  around 
that  you  can  never  feel  safe.” 

“Well,”  said  Clark.  “Let’s  investigate.  I’ve  got  a  bullet 
in  tliis  iron  of  mine  for  any  galivanting  son  of  an  Injun 
that's  hanging  around  here.” 

With  this  the  villains  deployed  and  began  to  make  a 
circle.  The  detectives  knew  that  a  crisis  was  at  hand. 

As  near  as  they  could  judge  there  were  four  of  the  vil¬ 
lains. 

They  were,  no  doubt,  Three-Card  Jake,  Coe  and  Clark 
besides  Wall. 

Eour  against  two  were  odds  which  the  detectives  did  not 
care  to  risk  under  the  circumstances. 

So  the  Bradys  at  once  began  to  cast  about  for  a  way  to 
escape. 

The  slightest  movement,  however,  would  almost  cer¬ 
tainly  reveal  their  presence  to  the  enemy. 

“What  shall  we  do  ?”  wMspered  Harry. 

“They  seem  to  have  us  surrounded,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Yes.” 

“A  false  move  will  bring  us  into  trouble.” 

“You  are  right.” 

“On  the  whole,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  think  wre  will 
do  just  as  well  to  remain  right  here  where  we  are.” 

This  was  logical. 

The  detectives  were  assured  that  nothing  could  be  gained 
by  changing  their  position.  If  they  were  discovered,  then 
would  be  the  time  for  action.  Discovery  seemed  certain 
in  any  case. 

The  desperadoes  continued  to  draw  the  circle  closer. 

“I  don’t  see  anytMng,  pards,”  said  Three-Card  Jake. 
“My  pistol  finger  is  acMng  fer  a  pull.  I  hain’t  shot  a  man 
fer  eight  months  now.” 

“Ye  may  have  a  chance  afore  ye  know  it,  J ake,”  said  Coe. 

“I’ll  wager  you  got  a  false  alarm.  Wall,”  said  Clark. 

“PYaps  I’m  a  fool,”  sneered  Clark.  “Something  went 
by  me,  I  tell  you.” 

“Mebbe  it  was  a  coyote?”  f 

“Or  a  jack  rabbit  ?” 

Nearer  the  circle  drew. 

Both  detectives  lay  flat  on  their  backs. 

In  each  hand  was  gripped  a  revolver.  In  case  of  dis¬ 
covery  they  would  have  to  fire  quick  and  this  was  the  best 
position  they  could  assume. 

Nearer  still  came  the  villains. 

Now  the  detectives  saw  their  figures  against  the  sky. 

It  was  a  critical  moment. 

It  looked  as  if  the  desperadoes  must  step  bn  the  detec¬ 
tives. 


But  they  did  not. 

So  intense  was  the  darkness  that  the  recumbent  figures 
were  not  distinguishable  against  the  dark  sward. 

Clark  passed  so  near  to  Old  King  Brady  that  the  old 
detective  could  have  touched  him. 

The  circle  was  closed. 

The  ordeal  was  over. 

The  detectives  were  safe. 

They  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief. 

“I  told  ye  it  was  a  false  alarm,”  cried  Sim  Coe.  “It  was 
likely  a  jack  rabbit.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  Wall.  “Now  to  business.” 

“We’re  ready.”  \ 

“Of  course,  if  I  am  lucky  enough  to  bring  the  girl  to 
terms  this  ranch  belongs  to  me.  It  will  be  a  home  for  all 
of  us.” 

“That’s  the  bargain,”  grunted  Clark.  “We’ll  have  a  hot 
time  here.” 

“We  can  run  the  biggest  poker  and  faro  joint  in  the 
West,”  put  in  Three-Card  Jake. 

“We  will  that,”  agreed  Wall.  “But  first,  you  know,  I 
must  bring  the  murderer  to  justice.” 

“Who’ll  be  the  murderer  ?” 

A  deep  curse  escaped  Wall. 

“I’ve  picked  a  man.” 

“Who?” 

“Can’t  you  guess  ?” 

“Lieutenant  Chase,  of  Port  Grant?” 

“Yes.” 

There  was  an  interval  of  silence. 

Three-Card  J  ake  broke  it. 

“Thet’s  not  so  very  hard,”  he  cried.  “Warn’t  Chase  there 
the  night  of  the  game  at  Shafer’s  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“An’  he  left  thar  jest  about  the  time  the  kernel  did.” 

“Sure.” 

“Then  we  have  him  solid,”  said  Wall,  with  fiendish  and 
malevolent  triumph.  “This  is  the  game.” 

“Chase  left  Shafer’s  right  after  the  colonel.  None  of  the 
rest  of  us  but  can  prove  an  alibi.  And  it  is  easy  to  assume 
that  Chase  overtook  the  colonel  and  shot  him.  Then  he 
slashed  Mm  and  tied  Mm  on  the  pony’s  back  and  sent  Mm 
home.” 

“All  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  your  face,”  agreed  Spotty 
Clark. 

“Why,  sure.” 

“But  look  here,”  put  in  Three- Card.  “How  are  ye  going 
to  prove  it  ?” 

“By  witnesses,”  replied  Wall. 

“Witnesses  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who  are  they  ?” 

“Manuel  and  Chavez.” 

“Ah,  what  will  they  swear  to?” 

“Let  me  see.  Gopher  Cut  is  about  a  half  hour’s  ride 
from  here  toward  the  ranch.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  we  can  have  Manuel  and  Chavez  in  hiding  there, 
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or  rather  in  camp,  and  they  overhear  and  son  the 
thing.  They  are  afraid  to  interfere.'’ 

“Can  you  trust  'em?” 

‘•.Monev  will  hold  them.” 


whole 


“I  don't  have  much  faith  in  these  greasers. 


However,  it 


may  work.” 

“On  the  word  of  the  witnesses,  of  course,  Chase  will  be 
convicted  and  lynehed  and  that  ends  it.” 

“And  the  girl - ” 

“She'll  have  to  keep  her  word.  She  becomes  mine,  the 
ranch  is  ours  and  all  will  be  lovely.” 

Wall’s  teeth  closed  with  a  snap.  After  a  moment’s  si¬ 
lence  Three-Card  Jake  said: 

“It  suits  me.” 

“And  me !”  declared  Coe. 

“Likewise  me,”  put  in  Clark.  “You  are  a  schemer, 
Wall.” 

“I  always  win,”  declared  the  villain,  with  sheer  ego¬ 
tism. 

“But  this  is  the  time  you  fail,”  muttered  Old  King 
Brady.  “Eh,  Harry?” 

“You’re  right.” 

In  all  their  lives  the  detectives  had  never  listened  to  a 
more  diabolical  or  fiendish  plot. 

They  understood  all  now  with  the  exception  of  the  mys¬ 
terious  fate  of  Colonel  Hubert.  The  identity  of  his  assassin 
was  still  concealed. 

Neither  was  there  any  evidence  that  Wall  and  his  gang 
had  committed  the  crime  or  knew  the  assassin. 

The  mystery  was  still  a  mystery. 

The  villainous  gang  now  began  to  disperse. 

It  seemed  that  Clark  and  his  companions  had  horses 
secreted  in  a  small  motte  some  distance  away. 

Wail  returned  to  the  ranch. 

The  detectives  followed  him. 

They  went  to  their  quarters  and  retired  for  the  night. 

The  next  day  they  appeared  at  the  hacienda  and  asked 
for  the  head  ranchero.  Wall  appeared  on  the  veranda. 

“We  leave  to-day,  senor,”  said  Old  King  Bradv. 

“What  ?”  exclaimed  Wall,  in  surprise.  “You  are  my 
two  best  men.  I  had  counted  upon  you  for  work  on  the 
range  next  week.” 

“Can’t  help  it,  Senor,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  must 

g°-T 

“Will  you  give  me  your  reasons?  T  will  raise  your  pay.” 

“I  cannot,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “My  father  and  I 
do  not  like  the  country.  We  are  going  back  to  Mexico.” 

“Well,"  growled  the  villain,  “come  in  and  get  your  pay.” 

The  detectives  complied,  and  then,  mounting  their 
ponies,  rode  back  to  Colliers  or  Lone  Tree. 

Their  reason  for  this  was  a  cogent  one. 

They  had  gained  their  ends  at  the  ranch.  There  was 
work  to  do  now  elsewhere. 

When  the  detectives  left  Ranch  XX.  they  were  made  up 
as  cow  boys. 

When  they  reached  Colliers  station  they  were  once  more 
in  the  attire  of  the  Yankee  jewelry  peddlers. 

They  stabled  their  hordes  at  Lone  Tree  and  made  their 
way  to  Shafer's  Hotel. 


As  they  reached  the  wide  piazza,  which  graced  the  front 
of  it,  there  was  a  stir  in  the  crowd. 

Up  to  the  hotel  entrance  rode  two  men  in  the  uniform  of 
United  States  army  ollicers. 

One  of  them  was  a  lieutenant  and  the  other  a  sergeant. 

The  lieutenant  was  a  handsome,  soldierly  fellow'  with 
frank,  open  face  and  a  pleasing  way. 

At  this  moment  Old  Iving  Brady  felt  a  touch  on  hi?*  arm. 

He  turned  and  faced  Dane. 

The  young  Texan  was  the  only  man  who  knew  of  their 
presence  in  Lone  Tree  or  of  their  identity. 

“Ah,  gentlemen,”  he  said,  “what  luck  are  you  having?" 

“Very  good/’  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “We  find  no 
fault.” 

“Have  you  gained  a  clew  yet.” 

“Yes,  several.”  . 

“Was  I  right?” 

Dane  looked  searchingly  at  the  detectives,  but  their  faces 
were  mobile.  They  knew  better  than  to  trust  even  Dane. 

“We  cannot  say  yet,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Ah,  I  am  sorry  !” 

“Why?” 

“I  think  you  are  mistaken.” 

“Time  will  tell,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Yes,  I  suppose  so,  but  I  believe  Lester  Wall  to  be  one  of 
the  truest  men  on  earth.” 

i 

“He  may  prove  +o  be,”  temnorized  Old  King  Bradv,  “but 
I  would  ask  a  question.” 

“What  ?” 

“Who  is  this  handsome  lieutenant  who  has  just  rode  up  ?” 

Dane’s  face  clouded. 

“He  is  Lieutenant  Maxwell  Chase,”  he  replied. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  CHAliGE. 

^  V  ■ 

Old  King  Brady  nodded. 

“Ah,  I  thought  so,”  he  said.  “A  tine  looking  fellow." 
“You  do  not  know  him,”  said  Dane.  “He  is  a  cad.” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 

“Yrou  do  not  like  him.” 

“Dane  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  should  say  not.” 

“Has  be  ever  done  you  harm?” 

“No.” 

“Why  your  dislike?” 

“Well,  I  cannot  tell.  It  is  simply  instinctive  that  is 
all.” 

“I  shall  make  it  a  point  to  get  acquainted  with  Lieuten¬ 
ant  Chase.” 

“1  will  introduce  you.” 

“Not  in  this  guise.” 

“Very  well.  He  will  probably  be  here  for  some  while. 
He  comes  over  and  spends  the  evening  at  cards." 

“Harrv,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “it  is  plain  we  must 
change  our  identity.  Let  us  do  so  at  once.” 
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"All  rigid !"  agreed  the  young  detective. 

I’i-e  two  Bradys  now  went  to  tlieir  room  in  the  hotel. 

i  hey  soon  reappeared,  but  no  longer  as  Yankee  peddlers. 

They  were  dressed  as  sports,  with  open  shirt  fronts  and 
diamonds.  They  made  a  dizzy  display. 

into  the  barroom  of  Shafer’s  they  made  their  way. 

A  great  throng  were  engaged  in  playing  cards,  drinking 
at  the  bar  and  playing  faro. 

The  detectives  strolled  into  the  place. 

They  located  their  man,  the  lieutenant,  at  once. 

lie  sat  with  his  friend  at  a  table  remote  from  the  others. 
Thtv  were  discussing  a  bottle  of  wine. 

Dyke  Dane  had  been  waiting  for  the  detectives  and  now 
gave  them  the  tip. 

Carelessly  the  Texan  led  the  detectives  forward. 

"Ah,  howdy,  Chase,’’  he  said,  aifably.  “Howdy,  Sergeant 
Main.  I  want  to  present  my  friends  to  you,  Mr.  Carter  and 
Mr.  S  my  the.” 

"Most  happy,”  said  both  the  lieutenant  and  the  sergeant, 
rising.  They  shook  hands  and  all  sat  down  to  the  table. 

A  card  game  was  suggested. 

While  the  cards  were  being  dealt  Old  King  Brady  en¬ 
gaged  Chase  in  conversation. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  probe  the  character  of  the 
young  officer. 

He  found  him  the  exact  opposite  to  the  description  given 
by  Dane.  < 

This  discovery  gave  the  old  detective  a  queer  sense  of  un¬ 
certainty.  He  could  hardly  understand  Dane’s  partisan¬ 
ship. 

As  he  had  imagined  from  the  first,  Wall  was  the  real 
villain. 

This  might  have  led  the  old  detective  to  look  with  some 
suspicion  upon  the  sincerity  of  Dane. 

But  the  young  Texan  was  plainly  such  a  thoroughly 
honest,  upright  young  fellow  that  the  Bradys  could  not  be¬ 
lieve  in  his  complicity  with  Wall. 

Altogether  the  case  presented  as  complex  and  curious  a 
series  of  phases  as  any  the  detective  had  ever  worked  on. 

Until  a  late  hour  the  card  game  progressed. 

The  more  Old  King  Brady  saw  of  Chase  the  better  he 
liked  him. 

Later,  when*  the  detectives  were  in  their  room,  they  felt 
disposed  to  discuss  the  situation.  f 

“Well,  now  for  a  deduction,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  set¬ 
tling  himself  in  an  easy  chair. 

Harry  pulled  out  his  notebook. 

“Very  good.” 

“In  the  first  place,”  said  the  old  detective,  “we  have  Mr. 
Dyke  Dane.” 

“Yes.” 

“He  is  a  thorough  gentleman  and  a  man  of  honor.” 

“That  is  plain.” 

“Yet  he  has  a  peculiarity.” 

“Yes.” 

“jjf.  D  disposed  to  defend  the  most  atrocious  villain  in 
Wf  whole  case  and  turns  a  cold  shoulder  to  the  honest 

man.” 

“That  i~  an  eccentricity,  to  be  sure.” 


"It  would  seem  so  to  me.  How  do  you  explain  it?” 

"Eccentricity  of  temperament.  Perhaps  optical  delu¬ 
sion.” 

The  old  detective  laughed. 

“You  have  missed  your  avocation,  Harry,”  he  said. 
“YAu  ought  to  be  a  character  reader.” 

Harry  also  laughed. 

“That  is  only  a  bluff,”  lie  said.  “But  it  is  very  plain 
that  Dane  is  wrong  or  rather  mistaken.” 

“Oh,  certainly.” 

“Wall  is  the  rogue.  Perhaps  Dane  may  be  prejudiced  in 
his  favor  fer  personal  reasons.” 

Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head. 

“I  will  not  believe  Dane  a  villain,”  he  said.  “Farewell 
to  all  my  theories  and  estimates  of  human  character  if  that 
is  so.” 

“I  have  another  theory.” 

“What?” 

“Dane  may  be  under  Wall’s  hypnotic  influence.” 

Old  King  Brady  now  laughed  loudly. 

“That’s  enough,  Harry,”  he  cried.  “We’ll  go  to  bed  on 
the  strength  o±  that.” 

The  detectives  slept  soundly  the  rest  of  the  night. 

They  were  astir  at  an  early  hour. 

When  they  went  out  upon  the  street  after  breakfast  they 
were  attracted  by  a  huge  notice  which  was  placarded  on 
trees  and  posts  and  the  sides  of  buildings. 

Thus  it  read : 

“Five  Thousand  Dollars  Reward  ! 

“The  above  sum  will  be  paid  for  the  arrest  and  conviction 
of  the  murderer  of  Colonel  Hubert.  Any  persons  with 
evidence  may  apply  to  the  undersigned, 

“Lester  Wall,  Ranch  XX.” 

The  Bradys  read  this  with  interest.  Then  they  walked 
back  to  the  hotel. 

“The  game  is  on,”  sJid  Old  King  Brady. 

“Yes.” 

“What  will  be  the  next  move  ?” 

“It  is  easy  to  see.” 

“It  will  hardly  be  safe  for  Lieutenant  Chase  to  come 
down  to  Colliers  after  this.” 

“No.” 

“What  shall  we  do.” 

“f  think  we  had  better  ride  out  to  Fort  Grant  and  give 
him  warning.” 

“So  do  I.” 

The  detectives  left  the  hotel. 

They  went  at  once  to  the  place  where  their  ponies  were 
stabled.  They  mounted  and  rode  away. 

Out  upon  the  prairie  they  rode  at  a  swinging  gallop. 

In  due  course  the  outposts  and  flagpole  of  Fort  Grant 
came  to  view. 

The  detectives  rode  up  to  the  sentry  and  asked  for 
Lieutenant  Chase. 

“He  is  not  at  the  post,”  was  the  sentry’s  reply.  “He  left 
here  half  an  hour  ago.” 

“What?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  you  know 
where  he  has  gone?” 
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“1  think  he  has  ridden  down  to  Colliers  on  an  errand.” 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  in  consternation. 
He  turned  to  llarry. 

“Can  we  catch  him  ?” 

“We  can  try.” 

Away  rode  the  detectives  back  on  the  trail  to  Colliers. 

They  had  good  ponies  and  made  the  route  in  excellent 
time,  but  nowhere  on  the  way  did  they  see  the  lieutenant. 

“What  was  more  he  had  not  reached  Colliers  when  they 
got  there. 

Buffing  and  panting  the  ponies  were  drawn  up  in  front  of 
the  hotel. 

“What  do  you  think?”  questioned  Harry.  “Did  that 
sentry  lie  ?” 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  lieutenant  has  not 
got  here  yet,  that  is  all.” 

“We  have  ridden  too  fast.” 

“Yes.  He  may  have  taken  another  route.” 

“That  is  true.” 

“Hello !  What  is  that  ?” 

The  sounds  of  seme  sort  of  an  uproar  came  from  the  bar¬ 
room  of  the  hotel.  In  an  instant  the  detectives  threw  their 
bridle  reins  to  a  peon. 

They  plunged  into  The  throng. 

The  barroom  was  crowded  with  a  heterogeneous  mass  of 
cowboys,  Mexicans  and  half-breeds. 

In  a  cleared  space  by  the  bar  stood  Lester  Wall  and  two 
smoky-eyed  halLbreeds. 

Wall  was  apparently  much  excited.  Dyke  Dane  was  at 
his  shoulder. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  as  he 
gained  Dane's  side. 

The  young  Texan  looked  up. 

He  gave  a  start. 

“Ah !”  he  said.  “It  was  the  reward.  It  has  brought 
fruit.” 

“Has  it  ?” 

“Yes.  Listen!” 

At  this  moment  Wall  raised  his  voice  and  shouted: 

“Chavez,  everybody  in  Colliers  knows  you  and  Manuel. 
If  you  are  lying  you  know  what  the  penalty  will  be.” 

“Me  no  lie  !  Sleugh  !  Me  tell  truth.  Heap  good  Injun,” 
affirmed  Chavez. 

“Me,  too/'’  chimed  in  Manuel. 

“You  swear  that  you  witnessed  the  murder  of  Colonel 
Hubert?”  asked  Wall. 

“Yep !”  nodded  Chavez.  “We  see  him  killed.  It  was 
night.  In  Coyote  Pass.  We  make  camp.  See  colonel  come 
on  horse,  see  other  man  shoot  him.  So  !” 

The  crowd  was  excited. 

“Tell  the  truth,  Injuns.” 

“If  ye  don’t,  up  ye  go.” 

“Who  did  it?” 

“Fire  it  out.” 

The  two  half-breeds  looked  stolid  and  unmoved.  They 
had  the  appearance  of  deep  sincerity.  ^ 

“Who  killed  Colonel  Hubert?”  asked  Wall.  “It  was  a 
tragic  moment. 


Chavez  and  Manuel  exchanged  glances.  Then  the  former 
spoke : 

“Sojer  man  from  fort.  Heap  fine  looking.  Carry 
sword.” 

“His  name.” 

“Methink,  Lieutenant  Chase.” 

In  an  instant  the  room  was  in  an  uproar. 

“The  leftenant.” 

“He  did  it.”  y  * 

“It  was  his  game.” 

“’Hang  him  !  Lynch  him  !” 

Wall  now  played  his  trump  card  and  showed  how  he 
could  bluff. 

He  leaped  upon  a  chair. 

“Men,”  he  shouted,  “you  hear  what  these  Injuns  say.  I 
believe  they’re  lying.  I  don’t  believe  Chase  would  do  such 
a  thing.” 

Dane  pressed  Old  King  Brady’s  arm. 

“See  that!”  he  said.  “I  told  you  that  Lester  Wall  was  a 
man  of  honor !” 

The  old  detective  only  smiled  grimly. 

He  said  nothing. 

The  crowd  surged  nearer. 

“No,  no  !  The  Injuns  are  right.” 

“They  tell  the  truth.” 

“Hang  the  sojer !  He’s  a  hound !” 

Public  sentiment  was  thoroughly  aroused.  It  was  a  very 
exciting  moment. 

“The  half-beeds  have  won  the  reward,”  said  Dane.  “I 
am  sorry  for  Chase !” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

LYNCH  LAW. 

Old  King  Brady  still  smiled  in  his  usual  grim  fashion. 

The  discussion  which  followed  was  very  exciting. 

The  crowd  talked  the  matter  over  pro  and  con. 

The  tide  of  sentiment  was  powerful  against  Chase.  Sud¬ 
denly  a  tremendous  sensation  was  created. 

Loud  shouts  came  from  outside  the  hotel. 

The  crowd  surged  out  instantly  and  the  detectives  with 
them.  But  they  had  already  guessed  the  startling  truth. 

Hp  the  village  street  rode  the  handsome  }’oung  lieuten¬ 
ant. 

He  rode  carelessly  and  with  a  smile  upon  his  debonair 
face. 

“Heavens  !”  gasped  Harry.  “It  is  too  late  to  warn  him.” 

“It  may  be  all  for  the  best,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“What  can  we  do  ?” 

“Wait !” 

A  dull,  sullen,  murmur  like  thunder  rolled  up  from  the 
crowd. 

They  stood  grim  and  silent  until  the  lieutenant  rode  into 
their  midst. 

He  pulled  up  in  surprise,  looking  at  the  sea  of  faces 
about  him. 
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"W  isYs  t !  to  nui 1 1  or  here ?  * ‘ 


lie  asked. 


“What  has  hap¬ 


pened;"  v 

The  crowd  closed  in  about  him.  Big  Dan  Shafer,  who 
was  the  loader  of  the  vigllants  and  always  officiated  as 
Judge  Lynch,  came  forward. 

“I'm  sorry,  lef tenant,”  he  said,  “but  we  want  you.” 

The  lieutenant's  face  was  a  picture  of  amazement. 


“What?”  he  exclaimed. 

“We  w  ant  you,  lad.” 

“What  for;” 

“About  fifteen  feet  of  rope  and  the  limb  of  a  good  tree, 
unless  you  can  prove  these  two  Injuns  are  liars.” 

1  Chase  passed  a  hand  across  his  bow. 

“I  don't  know  what  this  all  means,”  he  said. 

“I  say  it's  a  shame,"  put  in  Wall.  “I  don’t  believe  Chase 
is  guilty.”  n 

Again  Dane  nudged  Old  King  Brady. 

“What  did  1  tell  you  ?”  he  said. 

The  old  detective  only  smiled  again  more  grimly  than 

ever. 

'  But  Chase  turned  his  face  to  Wall  and  asked : 

“Guilty  of  what  ?” 

IV all  averted  his  gaze  and  Shafer  made  the  reply : 

“Guilty  of  the  murder  of  Colonel  Hubert.” 

Lieutenant  Chase  started  as  if  stung  by  an  adder.  A 
fleeting  pallor  crept  over  his  face. 

Then  lightning  flashed  from  his  eyes,  he  rose  in  his 
stirrups  and  surveyed  the  big  assemblage. 

“’Who  dares  say  that?”  he  cried. 

“These  two  Injuns,  Manuel  and  Chavez.”  ^ 

The  two  half-breeds  stood  stolid  and  grim. 

Chase  looked  at  them  with  a  hand  upon  his  sword  hilt. 
Then  he  smiled  contemptuously  : 

“Well,  they  lie,”  he  said.  “That  is  easily  proved.” 

“I  am  sorry,  lef tenant,”  said  Shafer,  “but  as  judge  of 
this  court  I  must  ask  you  to  appear  at  the  bar  and  show 
your  innocence  if  you  can.  If  you  cannot,  then  you  must 
suffer  the  penalty  of  the  law.” 

One  moment  Chase  looked  fearlessly  over  the  assem¬ 
blage. 

“As  an  innocent  man,”  he  said,  “I 'cannot  fear  a  trial.” 

Then  he  dismounted. 

It  did  not  take  long  to  inaugurate  the  proceedings  of 
ivnch  law  court. 

Big  Dan  Shafer  was  judge. 

There  "was  no  jury  or  counsel  for  either  side.  The  judge 
called  all  the  witnesses  and  catechised  them  himself. 

“Let  the  prisoner  stand  up  before  me,”  he  said,  with 
something  like  a  flourish. 

Chase  complied  with  the  request. 

There  was  not  the  least  semblance  of  guilt  in  his  hand¬ 
some  open  face.  The  crowd  hung  breathless  upon  his 
replies. 

“Now,  we’ll  call  this  ere  court  to  order,”  said  the  im¬ 
promptu  Judge  Lynch.  “Fust  ofl  we’ll  ax  the  prisoner  if 
he  was  at  the  hotel  the  same  evening,  that  Colonel  Hubert 
was,  that  evening  being  the  last  he  was  ever  seen  alive?” 

“I  was  at  the  hotel  that  evening,”  replied  Chase,  frankly. 

■  “Yas,  that’s  right.  A  hundred  men  here  kin  swear  that 


they  saw  ye.  Now  to  proceed.  Did  you  play  cards  with  the 
kernel  that  night?” 

“1  did.”  I 

“Hum !  What  time  did  you  sec  the  kernel  last  ?” 

“I  think  he  left  about  midnight.” 

Shafer  nodded  vigorously. 

“Thet's  right,”  he  agreed.  “Now  what  time  did  you 
leave  ?” 

“Very  shortly  after.” 

“Ah,  thet’s  it,  thet’s  it!  You  left  very  shortly  after.. 
Now,  which  way  did  you  ride?” 

“I  took  the  lower  trail  for  Fort  Grant.” 

“Hum !  Isn’t  that  about  the  same  trail  that  the  kernel 
would  take  to  go  to  his  ranch?” 

“Certainly.  He  would  go  part  of  the  way  on  that  trail.” 

“Yas.  Now,  did  you  see  or  hear  anything  of  Kernel 
Hubert  thet  night  on  your  way  to  Fort  Grant  ?” 

“No,  sir.” 

Every  eye  was  upon  Chase. 

Not  a  muscle  of  his  face  changed.  He  was  all  frankness 
and  candor. 

“You  didn’t  see  anything  of  him?” 

“T  did  not.”  / 

“You  will  swear  |hat  you  didn’t  overtake  him  in  a  cer¬ 
tain  cut  and  shoot  him  from  his  hoss  ?” 

Shafer  elevated  his  chin,  half  closed  his  eyes  and  looked 
quizzically  at  Chase. 

“I  will  swear  that  1  did  not,”  replied  the  young  lieuten¬ 
ant. 

“That’s  enough  fer  you,”  said  Shafer,  pompously.  “The 
prisoner  at  the  bar  may  step  down.” 

Chase  obeyed. 

“'Now,”  said  Judge  Lynch,  “I  will  call  Manuel,  the 
Injun.” 

The  half-breed  came  forward,  lithe  and  sinewy  as  a 
panther,  his  shifting  gaze  fixed  upon  the  ground. 

“What’s  your  name  ?”  asked  Shafer. 

“Me  named  Manuel.” 

“You’re  an  Injun?” 

“Yes,  me  Navaho.” 

“You  have  a  partner  named  Chavez  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Were  you  and  Chavez  in  a  certain  cut  on  the  trail  be-, 
tween  here  and  Ranch  XX.  the  other  night?” 

“Yes,  we  were.”  \ 

“'What  did  ye  see?” 

The  half  breed  looked  down  at  the  ground  and  replied: 

“We  stop  there  for  camp.  While  we  lie  on  ground  we 
hear  horses  and  two  men  came  up.  One  shoot  the  other 
and  then  tie  him  on  pony’s  back.” 

“You  say  all  this  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  did  you  do  ?” 

“We  keep  very  still.” 

“Why  did  you  not  go  to  the  assistance  of  Colonel  Hu¬ 
bert  ?” 

The  Indian  contracted  his  shoulders. 

<rWe  no  want  to  be  killed,”  he  replied. 

“Ye  were  afraid  of  being  killed?” 
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"Waal,  you  Injuns  are  a  cowardly  lot.  But  can  you  tell 
who  the  two  men  were:'” 

"Colonel  Hubert.” 

"Who  was  the  other?” 

The  Indian’s  gaze  was  lilted  and  his  sulky  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  Chase,  it  was  a  moment  of  deep  interest. 

“That  him,'*’  he  said,  positively. 

Every  eye  was  upon  Chase.  The  young  lieutenant  looked 
his  surprise  and  indignation,  but  he  said  nothing. 

“Let  Chavez  stand  up  here,”  said  the  judge. 

The  other  half-breed  came  forward. 

“Will  ye  swear  to  what  this  man  Manuel  says?'  asked 
Shafer. 

“Me  swear,*’  said  Chavez. 

A  murmur  went  through  the  crowd.  The  judge  turned 
to  Chase. 

“YWu  hear  the  evidence,”  he  said.  “What  answer  have 
vou  ?” 

The  Young  lieutenant’s  head  was  raised. 

“1  wish  to  say  that  it  is  all  an  atrocious  lie,”  he  declared. 
“The  word  of  these  curs  of  Jialf-breeds  is  worthless  at  all 
‘times.” 

A 

“Gentlemen,”  said  Judge  Shafer,  ostentatiously,  “you 
have  all  heard  the  proceedings  of  this  court.  The  prisoner 
denies  the  charge.  Two  witnesses  affirm  it.  In  all  cases 
wdiere  the  evidence  is  two  to  one  it  is  necessary  to  rule  with 
the  majority.  Therefore  I  declare  the  prisoner  guilty  and 
1  sentence  him  to  be  hanged  to  the  first  tree.” 

A  cheer  greeted  this  declaration.  Then  armed  men 
closed  about  the  prisoner  and  he  was  led  away. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  Dyke  Dane  to  the  Bradys,  “it  looks  as 
if  the  case  was  completely  closed.” 

“Humph,”  was  the  only  reply  Old  Iving  Brady  made. 
The  detectives  followed  the  crowd. 

Up  the  hillside  they  went  until  they  found  a  tree. 

Here  a  rope  was  thrown  over  a  limb  and  the  prisoner 
marched  beneath  it.  The  rough  old  judge  directed  affairs. 

“Now,  friend,”  he  said,  roughly,  “you  can  have  two 
minutes  in  which  to  say  your  prayers.” 

“Then  you  intend  to  hang  me  for  a  crime  of  which  I  am 
innocent  ?*’  asked  the  young  lieutenant. 

“We’ve  got  to  hang  ye.”  , 

“Remember,  you  have  no  right  to  deal  justice  out  to  me. 
I  am  a  soldier  in  the  United  States  army.” 

“We  don’t  keer  if  ye’re  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  Pharoah,” 
declared  Shafer.  “Ye’ve  got  to  hang.” 

“I  protest - ” 

“Boys,”  yelled  Shafer,  “git  a  hold  of  this  rope  an’  hoist 
away.” 

In  an  instant  the  noose  dropped  about  Chase’s  neck.  A 
dozen  rough  men  closed  in  and  began  to  haul  up  on  the 
slack  of  the  rope. 

But  a  pistol  shot  rang  out.  The  strands  of  the  rope 
were  cut  like  cheese  by  the  bullet. 

Old  King  Bradv  leaped  into  the  circle.  Harrv  was  close 
behind  him. 

“Back,  you  pack  of  wolves,”  cried  the  old  detective.  “You 
have  no  right  to  take  the  life  of  an  innocent  man.” 


A  tremendous  sensation  was  created  by  this  ad.  vVords 
cannot  describe  the  situation. 

There  was  a  surging  of  the  crowd  backward  before  the 
revolvers  of  the  detectives.  Judge  Shafer  stood  with  open 
mouth,  as  if  aghast  at  their  temerity. 

Dyke  Dane  stood  petrified.  The  prisoner  was  perhaps  as 
surprised  as  anybody  himself. 

For  a  moment  this  strange  tableau  was  presented.  Then 
Lester  Wall  stepped  forward. 


CHAPTER  VI XL 

DYKE  DANE  CHANGES  HIS  MIND. 

Wall's  eyes  were  blazing.  All  the  anger  of  which  he  was 
capable  was  aroused.  He  faced  the  detectives  furiously  : 

“Put  up  your  guns,”  he  said,  savagely.  “This  man  has 
been  proved  guilty.” 

“How  lias  lie  been  proved  guilty  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady 
in  a  voice  of  steel. 

Waii  tried  to  annihilate  the  detective  with  a  murderous 
glance.  But  he  failed  to  do  so. 

The  crowd  hushed  and,  wondering,  listened  to  the  duel  of 
words  which  followed. 

“Are  you  friends  of  the  murderer?”  asked  Wall. 

“No.  We  are  friends  of  the  prisoner  and  enemies  to  the 
murderer,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  significantly. 

The  villain’s  face  paled.  Something  like  a  secret  terror 
seemed  to  have  seized  him. 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“That  is  best  known  to  you.” 

“Do  you  dare  to  interfere  with  the  ends  of  justice?” 

,  “Justice  is  not  being  done.” 

Wall  turned  and  cried  theatrically: 

"Men,  you  see  what  these  fellows  are  doing.  I  call  upon 
you  to  assist  in  the  rendering  of  justice  to  this  murderer 
of  Colonel  Hubert,  one  of  the  best  men  in  the  West.” 

“A^e,”  shouted  Shafer.  “I  demand  assistance  in  the 
name  of  the  law.” 

There  was  a  dull  murmur'' and  a  movement  in  the  crowd. 

But  Old.  King  Brady  raised  his  right  hand  and  shouted: 

“Back.  The  man  who  steps  into  this  circle  dies.  The 
prisoner  is  not  guilty.” 

“What?”  roared  Shafer.  “Can  you  prove  that?” 

“Yes.” 

Instantly  a  hush  fell  upon  the  crowd.  Every  eye  was 
upon  the  detective. 

“Prove  it,  then,”  said  Wall,  with  a  bitter  sneer. 

“Y\e  have  the  sworn  evidence  of  two  eye  witnesses,”  de¬ 
clared  Shafer. 

“Your  witnesses  are  two  lying,  skulking  half-breeds, 
who  have  been  employed  by  that  villain  to  swear  to  a  lie." 
thundered  Old  King  Brady,  pointing  to  Wall.  “Gentlemen, 
T  ask  you  Ho  listen  and  believe  what  I  say.  Lieutenant 
Chase  is  not  guilty.  It  is  a  diabolical  plot  of  Lester  Wall 
that  he  may  remove  a  dangerous  rival  for  the  hand  of 
Colonel  Hubert’s  daughter.  My  partner  and  I _ and  our 
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wore.  v  a>  good  as  that  of  the  two  witnesses — overheard  the 
wiuiie  \ista  dly  plot  at  Kaneli  XX.  Why,  is  it  not  as  likely 
that  Cmvez  and  .Manuel  killed  the  colonel  as  that  Chase 

did  r  \ 

The  sensation  created  by  this  most  straffing  denunciation 
is  beyond  description. 

The  crowd  was  tremendously  excited. 

Wall's  face  was  livid. , 

He  looked  like  a  wolf  at  bay. 

Shafer  was  the  picture  of  surprise,  while  Lieutenant 
Chase  looked  at  the  detectives  as  if  he  was  electrified. 

Wall  made  one  more  bluff. 

‘’Men,"  he  shouted,  “this  is  all  a  foul  lie.  1  .am  no  rival 
of  Chase  nor  do  1  seek  his  death.  Miss  Hubert  lias  long 
ago  promised  to  be  my  wife - " 

•’That  is  a  lie!"  cried  the  prisoner,  trying  to  break  Ills 
bonds  and  reach  Wall.  Tut  the  villain  kept  on. 

“This  is  a  conspiracy  to  defeat  the  ends  of  justice.  This 
man  is  guilty  and  we  have  proved  it  by  eye  witnesses.  He 
must  hang!” 

“Hang  him!  Hang  the  murderer!"  went  up  from  the 
crowd.  There  was  a  movement  forward,  but  again  Old 
Kina-  Bradv’s  nerve  came  to  the  rescue. 

“The  innocent  man  shall  not  hang,”  he  thundered.  “You 
place  hands  on  him  at  your  peril.  We  are  representatives 
of  a  higher  law  than  that  of  Judge  Lynch  and  ypu  attack 
the  prisoner  or  us  at  your  peril." 

“ Who  are  you  ?”  demanded  Wall. 

Both  detectives  displayed  their  stars. 

“We  are  Secret  Service  detectives.” 

Even  in  that  wild  and  lawless  region  the  appearance,  of 
Secret  Service  detectives  in  their  midst  had  its  effect. 

“’Detectives !”  gasped  Wall,  and  he  looked  about  as  if  for 
a  chance  to  flee.  Then  he  regained  his  sang  froid.  # 

“That  is  a  likely  story,”  he  sneered.  “You  are  no  more 
detectives  than  I  am.” 

But  Judge  Shafer  interfered.  His  manner  was  that  of 
humility,  as  he  said : 

“Gentlemen,  1  have  labored  under  a  misapprehension.  1 
respect  your  calling  and  if  you  can  convince  me  of  a  reason¬ 
able  doubt  of  the  prisoner's  guilt,  he  shall  not  hang.” 

“Mr.  Shafer,”  said  Did  King  Brady,  persuasively,  “the 
only  evidence  you  have  is  the  word  of  two  cutthroats.  Is 
not  our  word  as  good  as  theirs  ?” 

“Yes,  and  a  durned  sight  better,'7  blurted  out  Shafer.  “I 
don’t  want  to  see  the  let  tenant  hung.  AH  I  want  is  to  see 
justice  done.” 

“Well,  we  stand  prepared  to  swear  that  he  is  not  guilty.” 

“Who  did  kill  the  colonel  ?” 

“That  is  what  we  are  in  this  country  to  learn.” 

“Who  are  ye?” 

“We  are  the  Bradys,  detectives  from  Xew  York." 

At  this  Dyke  Dane  came  forward  with  an  astonished  cry : 

“Why  do  you  reveal  yourselves?”  he  asked. 

“To  save  the  life  of  an  innocent  man,”  replied  Old  King 

Brady. 

To  all  of  this  Wall  had  listened  with  white  face  and 
suIKt)  mien.  Now  his  manner  changed. 

'■<)}..  you  are  the  Bradvs  for  whom  the  town  sent  to  learn 


the  secret  of  Colonel  Hubert's  murder?"  he  said,  simper- 
ingjy.  “1  am  sure  you  will  not  misjudge  the  stand  i  have 
taken  against  Lieutenant  Chase.  If  he  is  innocent  1  don't 
want  to  see  him  hanged.  But  1  have  trusted  to  the  word  of 
the  witnesses.” 

•A  our  explanation  is  quite  unnecessary,”  said  Did  King 
Brady,  with  polite  sarcasm.  “Of  course  you  desire  to  see 
the  ends  of  justice  subserved." 

“I  do.” 

“Well,  you  will  get  your  wish.”  » 

“I  hope  the  day  will  not  be  far  distant." 

“It  will  not,”  assured  Old  King  Brady. 

With  this  Wall  withdrew  from  the  circle  of  bystanders. 
With  Clark,  Three-Card  Jake  and  Coe  he  sauntered  back 
to  the  town. 

i 

“The  prisoner  is  acquitted  of  the  charges  against  him,” 
declared  Shafer.  “The  court  is  now  adjourned  without 
day.” 

Lieutenant  Chase’s  bonds  were  cut  and  he  stepped  forth  a 
free  man. 

Cheers  went  up. 

'Those  who  a  moment  before  sought  his  life  blood  like 
thirsty  wolves  now  were  the  first  to  congratulate  him. 

His  first  act  was  to  come  forward  and  grip  the  hands  of 
the  detectives. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  declared,  earnestly.  “I  owe  you  my 
life.  But  for  your  assistance  1  would  surely  have  been 
hanged.” 

“We  are  glad  to  have  been  able  to  render  you  the  service,'7 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “Now  perhaps  it  will  be  possible  for 
you  to  turn  about  and  assist  us." 

“I  am  sure  that  will  be  a  pleasure,”  declared  the  young 
lieutenant1. 

\  ‘  '  , 

“You  must  know  by  this  time  that  Lester  Wall  is  a  vil¬ 
lain." 

“Indeed  1  do,  but  I  never  deemed  him  so  deep  a  scoun¬ 
drel.” 

“He  is  a  thoroughpaced  villain.  There  is  no  doubt  but 
that  he  was  in  the  plot  to  kill  Colonel  Hubert.'7 

“He  succeeded.” 

I  '  ’  / 

“That  is  true.  He  hoped  to  put  you  out  of  the  way  and 
thus  leave  him  a  clear  field  for  the  hand  of  Miss  Hubert.” 

Lieutenant  Chase's  eyes  flashed. 

“The  unconscionable  scoundrel!”  he  exclaimed.  “He  is 
not  lit  to  kiss  the  ground  she  walks  upon.” 

“That  is  true.  But  he  has  laid  his  plans  deeply  and  he 
will  not  give  her  up  without  a  struggle.” 

“Gentlemen,”  said  Chase,  “command  me  at  any  time  ytou 
please.  1  will  do  all  in  my  power  to  help  you.  I  must  now 
return  at  once  to  the  fort.  But  I  assure  you  I  shall  await 
developments  henceforth  with  much  apprehension.” 

“We  wiii  communicate  with  you  if  any  emergency  arises.” 

“Very  good !  I  hope  you  will.  And — as  to  Miss  Hu¬ 
bert - 77 

“'We  shall  keep  an  eye  on  her  and  see  to  it  that  no  harm 
comes  to  her.” 

“'Thank  you.  I  feel  sure  of  her  safety.” 

The  lieutenant  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  away. 

The  detectives  now  entered  the  hotel. 
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An  excited  crowd  was  gathered  there  talking  over  the 
incidents  of  the  interrupted  lynching. 

'I' hey  regarded  the  detectives  curiously  as  they  entered. 

Shafer  came  forward  genially. 

“Ah,  gents,”  he  said,  urbanely,  “I  am  glad  to  welcome 
you  to  Lone  Tree.  So  you  are  here  to  catch  the  murderer 
of  Colonel  Hubert.” 

“That  is  our  purpose/''  said  Old  King  Brady,  in  reply. 

“1  hope  you  will  succeed.” 

“I  think  we  shall.” 

JHave  you  any  idea  who  he  is  ?” 

“You  will  pardon  me  for  not  answering  that  question.” 

“Ah,  certainly,  of  course.  Well,  I  want  ye  to  believe  that 
the  citizens  of  Lone  Tree  to  a  man  are  anxious  that  that 
rascally  hound  shall  be  brought  to  justice.”  ♦ 

“He  undoubtedly  will.” 

“How,  we  had  an  idea  that  possibly  the  colonel  was 
killed  by  one  of  his  own  men.  Mebbe  for  revenge  or  p’raps 
for  money:”  ^ 

“Time  will  tell.” 

“Do  ye  know  it’s  my  personal  opinion  thet  Wall  knows 
suthin’  about  it.  He  was  pretty  anxious  to  hang  the  lieu¬ 
tenant,  eh?” 

“Look  here,  Shafer,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  plainly,  “if 
you  get  a  clew  I  shall  be  glad  of  it.  Until  then  I  cannot 
discuss  the  matter.  Time  will  reveal  all.” 

“All  right,  major,”  agreed  the  good-natured  landlord. 
“Come  up  an’  have  a  drink.” 

The  old  detective  declined. 

Shafer  went  wonderingly  back  to  the  bar. 

*  _____  ,  ‘•j 

At  thk  moment  Dyke  Dane  came  forward. 

There  was  a  sheepish  look  in  his  eyes. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  “I  am  willing  to  ad¬ 
mit  my  error.  Lester  Wall  is  a  villain.” 

The  old  detective  nodded. 

“I  knew  it,”  he  said.  “YUu  were  the  victim  of  a  delu¬ 
sion.” 

“He  certainly  deserved  hanging  himself  for  trying  to 
swear  away  the  life  of  an  innocent  man.” 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady,  “and  his  time 
will  come.  Murder  will  always  out.” 

“Henceforth  Lester  Wall  is  no  friend  of  mine.  If  I  can 
do  anything  to  assist  you  in  his  conviction  just  call  upon 
me.” 

“I  believe  he  is  responsible  for  the  death  of  Colonel  Hu¬ 
bert,  even  if  he  had  no  hand  directly  in  the  murder.” 

“So  do  I.” 

“It  will  now  be  in  order  to  convict  him.  It  is  a  difficult 
matter  to  get  the  necessary  evidence.”  < 

“I  will  assist  you  all  I  can.” 

“Thank  you.” 


CHAPTER  IX.  » 

MEETING  IN  THE  DARK. 

Until  a  late  hour  the  Bradys  sat  up  discussing  the  case 
and  its  most  salient  features. 


They  already  saw  what  seemed  like  the  outlin/s  of  a 
] nighty  conspiracy.  < 

That  Wall  was  the  head  of  it  there  was  posithe  knowl¬ 
edge. 

The  plot  overheard  by  the  detectives  at  Ranch  XX. 
proved  this. 

The  evidence  sworn  to  by  the  two  half-breeds  was  cer¬ 
tainly  false.  t 

They  had  disappeared. 

Where  they  had  gone  was  not  known. 

For  the  present,  however,  the  detectives  had  no  use  for 
them,  so  thev  did  not  care. 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  as  he  lit  a  cigar  and  cocked  his  feet 
up  on  the  table,  “we  were  forced  into  showing  our  hand.” 

“Yes,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady,  “it  is  too  bad.” 

“That  makes  it  bad  for  us.” 

“So  it  does.” 

“If  we  could  have  kept  low  for  a  while  longer  I  believe 
we  could  have  easily,  rounded  up  the  gang.” 

“I  have  not  given  up  hope  yet.” 

“By  no  means.” 

“However,  it  is  going  to  be  more  difficult.  Wall  and  his 
gang  are  all  on  their  guard.” 

For  some  while  the  detectives  smoked  on  in  thoughtful 
silence. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  gave  a  long,  shrill  whistle. 

Harry  gave  a  start. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  he  asked. 

“By  Jove!  We  must  not  forget  the  positiomof  Grace 
Hubert.” 

“Eh  ?  How  is  that  ?” 

“Why,  now  that  Wall  is  defeated  in  his. project  of  win¬ 
ning  her  with  her  full  consent,  he  may  employ  more  des¬ 
perate  methods.” 

Harry  saw  the  point. 

“Great  Scott !”  he  exclaimed.  “That  is  true.” 

Old  King  Brady  laid  down  his  pipe.  He  put  on  his  hat. 

“Where  are  you  going?”  asked  Harry. 

“To  Ranch  XX.” 

“What  for  ?” 

“You  know  as  well  as  I.  It  is  my  hope  that  we  get  there 
in  good  season.” 

,  Harry  did  not  demur.  * 

He  leaped  up  and  donned  his  coat  instantly.  The  two 
detectives  were  now  ready  to  leave. 

“Wait  a  moment,”  said  Harry.  “Let  us  first  understand 
just  what  we  are  going  to  do.” 

“A  very  good  plan,”  agreed  Old  KingJBrady. 

“We  are  going  to  Ranch  XX.” 

“Yes.”  ,  y 

“The  reason  for  going  there  is  a  suspected  peril  to  Miss 
Hubert.  At  the  bottom  of  this  is  Wall  and  his  o-an g.” 

“ J ust  so.” 

‘  “Now,  when  we  get  there,  if  there  is  any  mischief  to  pay, 
what  is  to  be  done  about  it?” 

“Why,  if  we  find  that  Wall  is  incline^  to  force  Miss  Hu¬ 
bert  to  come  to  his  plans  we  must  defend  her.” 

Harry  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Ugh  !”  lie  exclaimed.  “Just  think  of  the  odds  ” 

'  J 
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"Yas.  Wj.11  can  enlist  a  score  in  his  behalf.  Against 
them  we  are  bat  two.  What  show  will  we  stand?” 

"We  have  the  law  on  our  side.” 

"Pshaw  !  What  is  law  in  this  part  of  the  world  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  saw'  that  Harr}’  was  right,  but  lie  said : 

“In  any  event/  what  can  we  do  ?  We  cannot  take  a  posse 
of  men  with  us.” 

This  was  true.  The  two  detectives  studied  the  matter 
for  a  while.  Finally  Old  King  Brady  said : 

‘‘Well,  we  must  risk  handling  the  matter  alone.  We 
must  depend  upon  strategy.” 

With  this  decision  they  at  once  descended  to  the  barroom 
of  the  hotel.  They  looked  about  to  see  if  Wall  or  any  of 
his  gang  were  there. 

But  they  were  not. 

This,  to  the  Bradys,  augured  most  unfavorable  things. 
It  was  the  usual  thing  for  the  villains  to  frequent  the  card 
tables  at  night. 

But  they  were  absent.  r 

This  could  mean  but  one  thing.  Some,  alfair  at  the 
ranch  held  them. 

‘Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  must  lose  no  time.” 


et  i 


,  “I  am  ready,”  said  the  young  detective. 
“Come  along  then.” 


Out  into  the  hotel  yard  they  went.  The  stable  where  they 
kept  their  horses  was  not  far  away. 

A  couple  of  peons  quickly  produced  the  animals. 

The  detectives  mounted  and  rode  out  of  the  town  at  full 
speed.  -They  were  soon  upon  the  trail  which  led  to  Ranch 
XX. 

As  they  galloped  on  in  the  gloom  Old  King  Brady  sud¬ 
denly  raised  himself  in  his  saddle. 

He  looked  back  through  the  darkness  and  seemed  to 
listen  long  and  intently.  Then  he  pulled  up  his  horse. 

Harry  did  the  same. 

“What  is  the  matter  ?”  asked  the  young  detective. 

“Listen !”  „  „ 

In  a  few  moments  the  light  wind  brought  to  their  ears 
the  distant  sounds  of  horses’  hoofs. 

Their  regular  and  rapid  beat  on  the  prairie  floor  could 
be  plainly  heard. 

Some  horseman  was  in  their  rear.  Was  he  following 
them  ? 

The  detectives  sat  still  in  their  saddles  and  waited. 

.Hearer  came  the  hoof  beats.  , 

Then  a  shrill  tremolo  whistle  broke  upon  the  night  air. 
A  loud,  ringing  voice  also  rose  upon  the  wind : 

“Hello!  Hell-o-o!” 

-  Without  a  moment’s  hesitation  Old  King  Brady  spurred 
his  horse  in  the  direction  of  the  sound. 

The  form  of  a  horse  and  rider  loomed  up  in  the  gloom. 

“Hands  up!  I  have  the  drop!”  shouted  Old  King 
Brady.  “Another  step  and  you  are  a  dead  man.” 

Instantly  the  rider  obeyed. 

He  pulled  his  horse  upon  his  haunches. 

He  was  evidently  as  much  astonished  as  the  detectives. 
At  the  same  moment  Harry  rode  nearer  and  asked : 

“Who  are  you  ?” 


“Hello!”  cried  a  familiar  voice.  “Don't  you  know  me? 
Arc  you  not  the  Bradys?” 


« 


Yes. 


“Well,  I  am  Dyke  Dane.” 

Old  King  Brady  lowered  his  pistol  and  reined  in  his 
horse  nearer. 

“The  deuce  you  say !”  he  cried.  “What  brings  you  here, 
Dane  ?” 

“I  set  forth  to  overtake  you.” 

“To  overtake  us?  1  What  for?” 

“Why,  to  oiler  my  assistance.  I  heard  that  you  had  rode 
out  of  the  town  and  I  surmised  at  once  that  you  were  going 
forth  upon  some  sort  of  a  mission.” 

“Well,  you  are  right!”  cried  Harry.  “We  are  bound 
upon  a  mission !” 

“Then  I  am  in  luck.  May  I  not  go  with  you  ?” 

“Certainly,  if  you  desire.” 

“You  are  going  to  Ranch  XX.  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good  !  I  feel  sure  that  we  shall  hit  upon  something.  I 
see  that  Clark  and  his  pals  are  not  at  the  hotel  this  even¬ 
ing.” 

“Ho.” 

“There  must  be  something  tip,  then.  Perhaps  they  are 
out  on  the  ranch  ?” 

“You  have  the  idea,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “How, 
we  will  have  a  stronger  force,  Harry.  Ah !  What  is  that  ?” 

All  three  men  sat  quite  still  and  listened.  There  was  no 
disguising  the  sound  which  came  to  their  ears. 

*  Another  horseman  was  approaching. 

The  beating  of  his  horse’s  hoofs  could  be  plainly  heard. 

Who  could  he  be  ? 

This  was  the  question  which  instantly  occurred  to  all. 
They  were  not  long  in  finding  a  solution. 

Suddenly  a  dark  outline  was  seen  in  the  gloorft. 

Old  King  Brady  called  sharply': 

“Halt !  Who  goes  there  ?” 

Instantly  the  unknown  rider  pulled  up  his  pony.  There 
was  a  moment  of  silence,  then  a  mellow  voice  said: 

“I  am  Lieutenant  Chase,  of  Fort  Grant.  Who  are  )rou  ?” 

“Chase !”  cried  all  three  intone  breath.  “Well,  this  is  a 
coincidence.” 

“Old  and  Young  King  Brady,”  cried  the  lieutenant,  rein¬ 
ing  nearer.  “And  you,  too,  Dane.  Why,  this  is  luck.” 

“I  should  say  it  was.” 

“Where  are  you  going  ?” 

“Out  to  Ranch  XX.” 

“Is  there  anything  wrong  out  there  ?”  There  was  a  tinge 
of  fear  and  apprehension  in  the  lieutenant’s  voice. 

“We  do  not  certainly  know,”  replied  Harry,  “but  Clark 
and  his  gang  did  not  show  up  at  Shafer’s  to-night,  so  we 
thought  we  would  take  a  look  out  toward  tho* ranch.” 

“Very  good,”  said  Chase.  “Don’t  you  want  a  recruit  ?” 

“Do  you  wish  to  go  ?” 

•“Certainly.” 

•  \ 

“Well,  we  shall  be  very  glad  of  the  addition  to  our  force,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “After  all,  Harry,  we  need  not  fear 
the  odds  so  much.” 
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“We’ll  give  them  a  hard  rub,”  said  the  young  detective. 
“Well,  let  us  get  under  way.  1  am  anxious.” 

So  the  little  cavalcade  galloped  away  into  the  night. 

For  an  hour  they  kept  on  at  the  same  swinging  gait. 

Then  they  camp  to  a  creek,  beyond  which  was  a  slight 
rise  of  ground.  As  they  were  watering  their  horses  Old 
King  Bradv  said: 

O  v  • 

“When  we  top  that  rise  we  should  have  a  view  of  the 
lights  of  the  ranch.” 

Just  then  Harry  rubbed  his  eyes  and  stared  at  the  line  of 
horizon  above  the  opposite  bank. 

“I  say,”  he  asked,  “do  any  of  you  see  a  reflection  of  light 
in  the  sky  out  there  ?” 

In  an  instant  all  turned  in  their  saddles.  * 

Then  Dave  exclaimed : 

“It  looks  like  a  light.” 

They  spurred  their  horses  across  the  creek  and  ascended 
the  opposite  bank.  Then  they  beheld  a  thrilling  scene. 

The  western  sky  was  lit  up  with  the  blaze  of  a  huge  con¬ 
flagration. 

In  the  far  distance  the  outlines  of  burning  buildings 
could  be  seen.  For  a  moment  all  were  too  transfixed  with 
horror  to  say  much. 

Then  Chase  cried,  gaspingly: 

“It  is  the  ranch  !” 

Dane  leaned  on  his  saddle  pommeL 

“My  soul !  It  has  been  fired  !” 

“Villainy  !”  cried  Chase.  “Forward,  friends ;  let  us  learn 
the  truth.  If  it  is  the  work  of  Wall  and  his  gang  they  shall 
pay  for  it.” 

The  little  party  with  this  spurred  their  horses  forward. 

They  rode  madly. 

It  was  yet  some  miles  to  the  burning  ranch.  When  they 
reached  it  finally  their  ponies  were  reeking  with  foam. 

But  even  as  they  drew  nearer  they  saw  that  they  were  too 
late.  The  deviltry  was  done  and  the  perpetrators  of  the 
deed  were  beyond  pursuit. 


CHAPTER  X. 


AT  Till:  COWBOYS  CAMP. 


It  was  easv  to  see  the  dark  work  of  Wall  in  all  this. 

His  reasons  were  very  simple. 

He  knew  that  his  game  to  win  Grace  Hubert  with  her 
own  consent  was  ended. 

His  only  hope,  therefore,  was  to  make  one  fell  stroke  and 
get  as  quickly  as  possible  beyond  the  pale  of  the  law. 

His  connection  with  Colonel  Hubert’s  death  was  sure  to 
be  proved.  Therefore,  this  was  his  only  game. 

The  Brady%  saw  their  mistake. 

They  should  have  followed  Wall  closely.  If  they  had  not 
allowed  him  to  get  out  of  sight  all  this  might  have  been 
averted. 

However,  there  is  never  much  use  in  crying  over  spilt 
milk.  So  the  detectives  made  the  best  of  it. 

They  rode  about  the  burning  buildings.  The  incinerat- 


ini'  bodies  of  some  unknown  persons  could  i*  •-  *  »«*;.. 

nflhofl 

This  was  evidence  that  there  had  been  resi  tame  and 

consequent  slaughter.  / 

No  doubt  Grace  had  been  defended  by  the  faithful  peons, 

whose  lives  had  paid  for  their  fealty. 

That  the  young  girl  herself  had  perished  in  the  flames 

was  not  likely. 

However,  the  villainous  abductors  could  not  be  long  on 
the  trail.  There  was  a  possible  chance  to  overtake  them.  ^ 
So  Dane,  who  was  familiar  with  such  things,  proceeded 

to  look  for  the  trail. 

He  finally  found  it,  with  the  footprints  pointing  north. 
This  was  toward  a  deep  depression  known  as  “Dead 
Man’s  Coulee.”  It  was  said  that  here  were  the  ruins  of  an 
ancient  pueblo  and  that  here  the  villains  would  be  likelv  to 
make  a  stop. 

The  detectives  noted  the  direction  of  the  trail  and  then 

all  set  forth.  *  $ 

The  waning  light  was  streaking  the  horizon  when  they 
came  out  upon  an  eminence  and  Dane  pointed  to  the  north. 
“There  is  ‘Dead  Mart’s  Coulee/  ”  he  said. 

A  column  of  smoke  was  seen  to  be  ascending  from  the 
plain. 

It  marked  a  camp. 

That  it  was  the  camp  of  the  abductors  there  was  no 
doubt.  And  now  a  consultation  w"as  held. 

It  was  not  deemed  wfise  to  descend  openly  upon  the  camp 
of  the  enemv. 

No  doubt  Wall  had  augmented  his  gang  with  perhaps  a 
dozen  of  the  lawless  cowboys  from  the  ranch. 

They  are  ever  ready  to  follow"  a  leading  spirit,  such  as 
the  ranchero. 

For  the  detectives  to  attempt  a  descent  upon  them  with 
such  a  disparity  in  numbers  w^ould  be  almost  certain 
suicide. 

Strategy’’  was  now  the  only  thing  to  depend  upon. 

If  the  young  girl  was  really  in  their  power,  she  could  only 
be  rescued  by  some  clever  ruse  or  sharp  trick. 

Just  how  to  put  this  into  force  it  was  not  easy  to  decide. 
The  day  wras  now  at  hand  and  there  was  no  darkness  for 
cover.  A  consultation  w^as  held. 

“My  opinion,  ’  said  Dane,  “is  that  we  had  better  leave 
our  ponies  in  some  hollow  hereabouts  and  go  forward  on 
foot.  They  will  be  less  likely  to  discover  us.” 

“A  good  plan,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  sim¬ 
ply  hobble  them  and  leave  them  to  graze.” 

Accordingly  this  was  done. 

1  he  rescuing  party  now  went  ahead  on  foot, 
fihej  w  ere  too  familiar  with  the  ways  of  the  plains  to  go 
ahead  openly.  They  crept  stealthily,  Indian  fashion,  to¬ 
ward  the  outlaws’  camp. 

And  as  they  drewr  nearer,  so  w*ere  their  more  discreet  and 
shrewd.  In  this  manner  they  eventually  found  themselves 

m  some  tall  prairie  grass,  not  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
coulee. 

d  his  is  a  depression  sometimes  found  in  level  prairies, 
with  perfectly  steep  sides  and  pebbly  bottom. 

Some  coulees  have  no  outlet  and  contain  the  Inrnes  of 
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tfcam  a  ou  Tilo  and  other  animal  which  has  accidentally 
lama  aio  tiie great  pit  and  there  literally  starved  to  death. 

"Dead  Han's  Coulee"  was  so  called  from  the  fact  that 
human  remains  had  been  found  there. 

dust  beyond  the  coulee  was  a  huge  ruined  pueblo  or  vil¬ 
la  uv  house  of  an  extinct  race  of  Indians. 

v_r 

The  walls  of  the  coulee  itself  were  honeycombed  with 
the  ancient  homes  of  the  elilf  dwellers. 

It  was  also  said  tjpit  there  was  underground  connection 
between  the  pueblo  and  "Dead  Man's  Coulee.” 

Howexer  this  might  be,  the  villains  could  not  have  chosen 
a  oetter  Hiding  place  or  a  spot  for  defensive  stand  than 
this. 

I  he  smoke  curled  upward  from  a  fire  made  near  the 
pile  bio. 

The  figures  of  the  cowboys  could  be  seen,  but  their  iden¬ 
tity  could  not  be  with  certainty  told. 

The  detectives  and  their  two  companions  watched  the 
camp  for  a  while  in  some  indecision  what  to  do. 

Finally  Old  King  Brady  saw  a  method  for  drawing 
nearer  the  place  by  making  a  detour  and  approaching  from 
behind  the  pueblo. 

This  was  done. 

Thus  the  rescuers  got  within  easy  distance  of  the  camp. 

They  now  recognized  Wall,  Spotty  Clark,  Coe,  Three- 
Card  Jake  and  many  of  the  cowboys.  Manuel  and  Chavez, 
the  half-breeds,  were  also  in  the  party. 

“Here  they  are,”  whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “But 
where  is  the  prisoner?” 

This  was  the  question. 

The  fair  prisoner  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Chase  gave  a 
little  gasp. 

“My  soul !”  he  whispered.  “Do  yon  think  harm  has  come 
to  her?” 

The  same'  question  was  uppermost  in  the  mind  of  each  in 
the  party. 

If  she  was  not  in  this  party  a  prisoner  where  was  she  ? 

That  was  the  problem. 

It  could  suggest  a  horrible  answer. 

Perhaps  she  had  fallen  a  victim  to  the  flames  and  her 
body  was  incinerating  in  the  ashes  of  the  burning  ranch? 
But  the  rescuing  party  would  not  consent  to  give  this  cre¬ 
dence. 

Harry  was  the  first  to  suggest  a  theory. 

“Perhaps  they  have  taken  her  into  the  pueblo,”  he  said. 

“Why,  of  course,”  agreed  the  lieutenant.  “There  is  no 

doubt  of  that.” 

Then  all  exchanged  glances. 

The  same  comprehensive  idea  came  to  each. 

Why  not  enter  the  pueblo  silently?  Perhaps  rescue 
could  be  effected  without  the  knowledge  of  the  abductors. 

In  this  case  certain  triumph  would  come  to  the  rescuers. 
T  (-  Man  w4s  no  sooner  conceived  than  it  was  put  into  ex¬ 
ecution. 

Old  K  rvi  Brady  laid  out  the  programme. 

Hair,  and  Dane  were  to  remain  under  the'cover  of  hum¬ 
mock  -  a ;  opposite  ends  of  the  pueblo. 

rnDr  positions  they  could  command  the  approach 
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If  the  attempt  to  enter  the  pueblo  was  discovered,  they 
could  open  lire  with  their  revolvers  and  perhaps  hold  the 
foe  ai  bay. 

Old  King  Brady  and  the  lieutenant  were  to  creep  forward 
nearer  to  the  ancient  structure. 

If  it  was  possible  to  do  so  without  discover}'’  they  would 
make  an  entrance  from  this  side. 

When  all  was  ready  and  they  were  assured  the  coast  was 
clear  Old  King  Brady  gave  the  signal. 

Then  he  crept  forward  in  the  cover  of  the  grass. 

The  lieutenant  was  by  his  side. 

Slowly  they  crept  nearer  the  wall  of  the  pueblo.  There 
were  no  windows  upon  this  side  and  entrance  was  neces¬ 
sarily  to  be  made  from  the  front.' 

With  the  cover  of  darkness  this  might  seem  easier.  To 
attempt  the  feat  in  broad  daylight  was  by  no  means  easy. 

YYt  old  King  Brady  hoped  for  success. 

It  looked  as  if  the  gang  of  cowboys  were  all  down  at  the 
camp  by  the  coulee.  None  was  seen  on  guard  at  the  pueblo. 

This  was  odd,  and  might  seem  good  evidence  for  believing 
that  the  fair  prisoner  was  not  confined  in  the  pueblo. 

The  old  detective,  -  however,  would  not  accept  any  such 
assumption. 

Silently  and  slowly  they  wormed  their  way  through  the 
grass. 

They  reached  the  wall  of  the  pueblo  in  safety. 

Along  the  outer  wall  they  crept  and  finally  reached  the 
upper  corner.  Here  they  were  in  plain  view  of  the  camp. 

It  was  plain  that  it  would  be  sheer  folly  to  attempt  en¬ 
trance  to  the  pueblo  in  that  manner. 

The  two  rescuers  crouched  down  at  the  corner  of  the 
structure  and  held  a  brief  consultation. 

-“W ell,”  whispered  Chape,  “it  looks  rather  ticklish,  doesn't 
it  ?”  * 

“That  is  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “Yet,  it  is  our 
only  course.” 

“Shall  we  risk  it  ?” 

“If  we  could  be  sure  that  they  would  not  change  quar¬ 
ters  we  would  do  well  to  wait  for  darkness.” 

“Do  you  think  they  could  see  us  -  if  we  crawled  close 
under  the  wall  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head. 

“We  would  be  surely  seen,”  he  said.  “I  fear  it  is  too 
risky.”'  ! 

“What  shall  we  do  ?” 

“That  is  a  conundrum.” 

From  his  position  Old  King  Brady  could  see  the  long 
arms  of  the  pueblo  jutting  out  to  form  the  court,  which 
was  fully  twenty  feet  above. 

To  make  this  ascent  it  was  necessary  to  use  a  ladder,  or 
at  least  a  lariat. 

There  were  no  ladders  against  the  walls  of  the  structure. 

If  the  villains  had  paid  a  visit  to  the  place  they  had  care¬ 
fully  removed  all  means  of  gaining  the  court  above. 

The  old  detective  noted  all  this 'and  then  began  to  con¬ 
sider  what  it  was  best  to  do. 

He  had  no  doubt  that  Wall  had  abducted  Gace  Hubert 
from  Ranch  XX.  As  she  was  not  in  the  camp  at  the  coulee 
she  must  be  confined  in  the  pueblo. 
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The  more  the  old  detective  considered  the  matter  the 
more  knotty  the  problem  seemed  to  him.  But  the  more  re¬ 
solved  he  became  to  carry  it  to  success. 

For  a  long  while  the  detective  and  the  lieutenant 
crouched  at  the  corner  ol*  the  ancient  structure. 

Then  an  incident  occurred. 

There  was  a  stir  in  the  camp  below.  Two  men  separated 
themselves  from  the  others  and  came  toward  the  pueblo. 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  Chase. 

“Are  your  weapons  ready?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.  Shall  we  change  position?” 

“No.  I  think  we  will  take  chances  and  remain  right 
here.” 

The  two  outlaws  now  came  rapidly  toward  the  pueblo. 

As  they  drew  nearer  Old  King  Brady  recognized  them 
.with  a  start.  They  were  no  others  than  Spotty  Clark  and 
Sim  Coe. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

A  COWARDLY  CRIME. 

The  two  villains,  Clark  and  Coe,  came  very  leisurely  up 
to  the  pueblo  wall.  They  were  talking  earnestly. 

They  halted  just  under  the  wall. 

The  detective  and  his  companion  peered  guardedly 
around  the  corner  and  listened  with  interest  to  all  that  was 
said : 

And  what  they  heard  was  a  gratifying  revelation. 

It  is  said  that  there  is  no  surer  way  to  defeat  an  army 
than  to  create  dissension  in  its  midst. 

Clark’s  conversation  with  Coe  very  speedily  revealed  jthe 
fact  that  all  was  not  harmony  in  the  cowboys’  camp. 

“I  tell  ye,  Sim,”  said  Clark.  “I’m  beginning  to  distrust 
thefc  cuss.” 

“I  reckon  all  the  boys  feel  about  that  same  way,”  agreed 
Coe. 

“It’s  my  opinion  he’s  just  working  for  his  own  personal 
ends.” 

.  “Thet’s  so.” 

“Now,  he  had  it  all  fixed  that  Ranch  XX.  was  to  be  ours. 
The  doggoned  fool  gits  into  a  scrape  at  Colliers  trying  to 
hang  that  lieutenant  for  murder.  There  warn’t  no  need 
of  his  acting  so  about  the  ranch.  If  he’d  kept  right  along 
he’d  have  brought  the  gal  to  terms.” 

“I  dunno.” 

“What  ?” 

“She  discharged  him  an’  ordered  him  to  lea^e  ther  ranch 
when  she  heard  the  story  of  the  attempt  to  lynch  that 
young  army  officer.” 

Lieutenant  Chase  felt  a  crimson  flush  suffuse  his  face. 

His  eyes  gleamed  like  stars. 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 

“The  doggoned  fool !”  gritted  Clark.  “That  smart  game 
spoiled  everything  for  us.” 

“You’re  right  it  did.” 

“There  warn’t  no  need  of  burning  the  ranch,  anyway. 
He  could  have  cleared  out  with  the  gal  if  he  had  wanted 
to.  We  could  have  claimed  the  ranch.” 


“That’s  what  I  tried  to  tell  him.” 

“I  tell  ye,  he’ll  throw  us  all  over.  We’ve  got  not  dng.” 

The  two  villains  stood  moodily  silent  for  a  time. 

Then  Clark  jerked  his  thumb  over  his  shoulder  and 
growled : 

“There’ll  be  no  luck  come  out  of  this  job.  That  gal  in 
there  will  be  ther  breaking  of  u.s  all.” 

“Thet’s  what  I  think.  But  what  kin  we  do  ?” 

“Hut  loose.”  ^ 

“D’ve  think  all  the  boys  feel  that  way?” 

“Yes,  I  do.” 

“Wall  promises  fair  enough.” 

“What  does  he  promise?” 

“He  says  we  can  take  the  road  and  organize  for  holding 
up  trains  on  the  Texas  Pacific.  It’s  a  good  time  to  make  a 
strike.” 

“Yes,  he’ll  tell  ye  all  that  fair  enough,  but  when  the 
time  comes  to  do  it  ye’ll  not  find  a  trace  of  him.  He’s  just 
playing  us  for  suckers.” 

“If  I  was  sure - ” 

“I  tell  ye  it’s  dead  level,”  asserted  Clark,  vehemently. 

“Oh,  it  is,  eh?”  said  a  rasping  voice  just  over  the 
heads  of  the  two  cowboys.  Then  a  lank  figure  came  hurt¬ 
ling  down  from  the  edge  of  the  pueblo  court,  twenty  feet 
above. 

Clark  and  Coe  stood  aghast.  Before  them  was  the  very 
man  they  had  been  talking  about. 

“Wall,”  gasped  Clark,  “w-where  did  you  come  from?” 

“From  above,”  replied  the  villain,  very  coolly.  “Pretty 
good  jump,  wasn’t  it  ?  Oh,  I  heard  your  fine  conversation 
and  it  was  very  edifying.  It  teaches  me  who  are  the  trai¬ 
tors  in  this  gang.” 

In  sullen  silence  Clark  faced  the  chief  of  the  conspira¬ 
tors  for  a  time.  Finally  he  said  with  bravado  : 

“Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it?” 

SomethingTike  a  hiss  escaped  Wall. 

“I’m  going  to  make  you  beg,”  he  gritted.  “You’re  a  false 
friend,  Spotty  Clark.” 

“What  do  ye  call  yerself  ?” 

“Haven’t  I  done  as  I  agreed  ?” 

“No.” 

“In  what  respect?” 

“You  agreed  that  we  should  all  have  an  interest  in 
Ranch  XX.  Instead  of  that  you  burned  it  to  ther  ground 
and  made  fugitives  of  the  whole  of  us.” 

Wall’s  lip  curled. 

“You’re  a  squealer,  Clark,”  he  said,  contemptuously.  “It 
was  just  as  much  for  your  safety  as  mine  that  I  burned 
that  ranch  and  you  know  it.” 

“No,  I  don’t.” 

P  ou  lie.  P  on  do  know  it,  but  you’re  a  coward  and  a 
squealer.  P  ou  knew  what  the  game  was  and  you  know 
that  I  took  just  as  man}T  chances  as  you.  We  lost  and  now 
we  are  doing  the  best  we  can  to  even  things  up.” 

“You’re  a  good,  smooth  talker.”  sneered  Clark,  “but 
v  e  re  onto  you.  So  far  as  any  interest  in  us  is  concerned, 
you  have  none.  PTou  mean  to  use  us  to  assist  you  in  LrottiriiT 
away  with  that  gal.  Then  you’ll  throw  us  over  like  dead 
carrion.” 
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"Ox  j hat  is  vour  belief,  is  it?”  said  Wall,  slowly.  “Do 

v  '  '  V 


you  share  that  opinion,  Hr.  Coe?” 

Coe  stammered  and  said: 

"Wall.  1  think  all  the  boys  are  afraid  you're  not  on  the 

*  4/ 

square.” 

“Humph !”  gritted  Wall.  “You're  all  a  pack  of  fools.  It 
is  all  to  my  interest  to  keep  this  band  together  and  you 
know  it,  but  I  belie%  e  it  all  your  work,  Spotty  Clark,  trying 
to  get  up  trouble.” 

“Look  here,”  said  Clark,  stoutly.  “If  you  can  prove  to 
me  that  you  axe  on  the  sauare,  I'll  hold.” 

"Take  my  word  for  it  or  nothing,”  said  Wall,  haughtily. 

“You  can't  blame  us.” 

“You  have  my  ultimatum.” 

“D'ye  think  it's  right  ?” 

“I  do.” 

“Well,”  said  Clark,  with  a  glance  at  Coe,  “we’ll  have  a 
talk  with  the  rest  of  the  Toys.  It  shall  be  jest  as  they  de¬ 
cide.” 

k  “All  right.  Lead  the  way.” 

Clark  turned  to  retrace  his  steps  to  the  camp.  It  was 
then  that  Wall’s  nature  showed  itself. 

The  rescuing  party  crouched  in  the  grass,  and,  watching 
all  intently,  were  aghast  at  what  followed. 

The  moment  Clark’s  back  was  turned  Wall,  swift  as 
lightning,  drew  a  pistol  and  fired  point  blank. 

The  bullet  struek  the  gambler  in  the  neck  at  the  base  of 
the  brain.  He  pitched  forward  upon  his  face  vomiting 
blood. 

Horrified,  Coe  had  witnessed  the  foul  murder,  for  such 
it  was.  v 

Hardened  villain  that  he  was,  his  whole  being  revolted 
despite  this.  j 

The  base  treachery  and  cowardice  of  the  act  was  appall¬ 
ing.  For  a  moment  Old  King  Brady’s  hand  was  upon  his 
revolver.  But  he  restrained  himself.  Chase  trembled  like 
an  aspen  with  a  tremendous  effort  at  self  control. 

The  revolver  had  scarcely  exploded  before  it  was  turned 
upon  Coe. 

That  villain’s  face  was  livid. 

Instinctively  his  hand  had  sped  to  his  own  pistol  butt. 

The  rasping  voice  of  Wall,  however,  restrained  him. 

“Hands  up  or  you’ll  follow  him.” 

Instantly  the  gambler’s  hands  went  up. 

“I  cave,”  he  said,  weakly.  “You  have  the  drop,  friend.” 

“'You  bet  I  have  it,”  gritted  Wall,  “and  I  always  have  it. 
Do  you  know  why  I  killed  that  cuss  ?  He  was  a  traitor.  I 
can’t  have  any  traitor  about  me.” 

“You’re  mistaken,  pard !  He  was  a  true  friend  to  ye ! 
But  he  was  afraid  you  wam’t  true  to  him  !” 

“What  right  had  he  to  think  that?”  gritted  Wall.  “I’ve 
done  nothing  yet.  No,  he  has  been  breeding  discontent  in 
the  gang  from  the  first.  I’m  boss  of  this  gang  and  you  bet 
I’ll  have  my  orders  obeyed.” 

“'It  looks  tbet  way,  boss.” 

“Give  me  yoqj*  sacred  oath  that  you’ll  always  stand  by 
me”  '  ’  ' 

*Ye  have  it.” 
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“That  settles  it.  Now  we’ll  let  the  buzzards  finish  up  the 
job.  We’ll  go  down  to  camp.” 

With  this  Coe,  with  white  face,  led  the  way  down  to  the 
camp.  The  pistol  shot  had  brought  all  the  cowboys  to  their 
feet. 

There  was  a  commotion  among  them  when  Wall  and  Coe 
reached  the  camp.  What  was  said  and  done,  however,  our 
rescuers  could  not  tell. 

Clark’s  body  lay  in  a  lifeless  heap  at  the  base  of  the 
pueblo  wall.  He  was  quite  dead. 

“Well,”  said  Chase,  with  a  shuddering  breath,  “that  was 
the  most  diabolical  cold-blooded  murder  I  ever  heard  of  in 
mv  life.” 

“Ugh!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  agree  with  you.  It 
was  a  vile  deed.” 

A  tremendous  uproar  was  heard  in  the  cowboy  camp. 

The  rescuing  party  listened  with  interest  and  expected 
every  moment  to  hear  pistol  shots.  But  they  did  not  come. 

It  was  evident  that  Wall  had  carried  his  point  and  was/ 
yet  master  of  the  situation.  -> 

Old  King  Brady  saw  that  for  the  present  there  was  no 
logical  chance  for  getting  into  the  pueblo. 

So  he  decided  to  return  to  Harry  and  Dane  and  wait  for 
darkness. 

A  short  while  later  the  little  party  met  in  a  depression 
just  back  of  the  pueblo.  Here,  lying  upon  the  ground,  they 
discussed  the  situation. 

Dane  was  shocked  by  Wall’s  deed. 

“Never  was  I  so  thoroughly  deceived  in  a  man,”  he  de¬ 
clared.  “He  was  a  double-dyed,  two-faced  scoundrel.  To 
think  that  I  once  called  him  my  friend.” 

“I  wish  we  were  in  communication  with  the  fort,”  said 
Chase.  “I  would  soon  settle  matters  with  a  company  of  our 
best  cavalry.'’ 

“Would  there  not  be  time  to  ride  to  the  fort  and  get 
them?”  asked  Dane. 

“No,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Before  you  could  return 
these  villains  would  be  beyond  pursuit.” 

“'Well,  I  suppose  the  first  necessary  move  is  to,  if  pos- 
|  sible,  rescue  Grace  Hubert.” 

All  settled  down  now  to  wait  for  darkness,  or,  at  least, 
a  favorable  opportunity  for  .gaining  an  entrance  to  the 
pueblo. 

From  time  to  time  parties  of  the  cowboys  rode  up  to  the 
pueblo  and  back  again  to  their  camp. 

Once  several  of  them  almost  stumbled  upon  the  detec¬ 
tives  while  making  a  circuit  of  the  ancient  Indian  struc¬ 
ture. 

But  time  passed  and  finally  the  day  waned. 

Darkness  began  to  settle  down  over  the  plain. 

Then  Harry  and  Old  King  Brady  began  to  creep  up  on 
one  side  of  the  pueblo  and  Dane  and  Chase  on  the  other. 

In  a  short  while  they  were  close  under  its  wall.  They 
made  their  way  around  to  the  front. 

Then  suddenly  Old  King  Brady,  in  creeping  along  the 
wall,  felt  something  dangling  in  the  air. 

It  was  a  lariat. 

He  listened  a  moment  and  then  began  to  ascend  the  rope 
hand  over  hand. 
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CHAPTER  XI E 


IN  TllE  PUEBLO. 

I  p  went  the  old  detective. 

in  a  lew  moments  he  reached  the  edge  of  the  wall 
above. 

% 

lie  drew  himself  over  it  and  paused  a  moment  to  gain 
his  breath  and  listen.  All  was  silence. 

The  great  court  with  its  three  sides  was  clear  and  empty. 
If  anybody  was  in  the  pueblo  nothing  could  be  heard  or  seen 
to  show  it. 

Old  King  Brady  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  made  a 
very  faint  tremolo  whistle. 

This  brought  the  others  to  the  rope.  In  turn  they  also 
aseended. 

All  were  now  in  the  w'ide  court  of  the  pueblo. 

Brief  whispered  plans  were  discussed  and  then  all  crept 
forward  to  the  galleries.  These  rose  in  four  tiers. 

Chambers  of  small  dimensions  extended  through  the  gal¬ 
leries  and  were  connected  with  each  other  by  narrow  doors. 

Assiduously  the  detectives  and  their  companions  made 
the  circuit  of  these. 

It  was  no  light  task. 

Four  hours  they  continued  the  quest.  It  was  now  mid¬ 
night.  Xot  the  slightest  clew  had  been  found. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  had  effectually  ransacked  the  entire 
pueblo. 

“How  do  you  account  for  it  ?”  whispered  Dane.  “Why 
do  we  find  no  trace  of  Miss  Hubert?” 

“That  is  the  problem,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “It  may 
be  possible  that  she  has  been  removed  from  here.” 

“That  is  it,”  said  Chase.  “The  scoundrels  have  no  doubt 
taken  her  away.  We  are  wasting  time  here.” 

“Do  you  think  it?”  demurred  Harry. 

“I  see  no  other  hypothesis.” 

“Wait  a  moment.” 

“What  ?” 

Harry  knelt  down  and  felt  of  the  floor  of  the  pueblo  with 
his- hands.  He  lit  a  match,  carefully  shading  it  with  his 
hands. 

“I  thought  so,”  he  said,  quietly. 

His  action  astonished  the  others. 

“What  are  you  driving  at,  Harry?”  asked  Old  King 

Brady. 

“The  floors  of  this  pueblo  are  of  stone.” 

“Well,  what  of  that  ?”  \ 

“It  shows  the  possibility  of  underground  chambers.” 

“That  is  very  unusual,”  said  Dane.  “As  long  as  I  have 
lived  in  the  wild  West  I  have  never  heard  of  a  pueblo  with 
a  cellar/’ 

“But  it  is  not  impossible. 

“Oh,  no,  of  course  not/' 

“Well.”  said  the  young  detective,  “I  may  be  wrong,  but 
I  am  going  to  try  my  theory.  Is  there  any  objection  ?" 

None  whatever.”  . 

“Good  !  Well,  here  goes !” 

The  young  detective  got  down  on  bis  knees  and  drew  the 


slide  of  his  dark  lantern.  ’  Carefully  shading  the  light  that 
it  might  not  be  seen  outside  the  pueblo,  lie  made  in-  -'ay 
over  the  floor. 

It  was  a  long  and  tedious  task. 

The  others  gave  their  assistance. 

If  there  was  a  trap  or  covered  descent  it  could  not  be 
found. 

After  hours  of  work  the  searchers  felt  bound  to  give  it  up. 

Harry  was  much  chagrined. 

“Well,  that  is  too  bad.”  he  declared.  “I  felt  sure  of  my 
theory.” 

“There  is  only  one  thing  left,”  declared  Old  King  Brady. 
“What?”  i 

"First,  if  the  girl  -is  conlined  here  she  is  in  some  secret 
chamber  or  part  of  the  pueblo  we  cannot  find. 

“Now  our  only  way  is  to  secrete  ourselves  here  and  wait 
for  some  one  of  her  captors  to  appear  on  the  scene.’ 

“Good !”  agreed  the  lieutenant.  “That  is  the  game.” 

“You  all  assent?” 

“YTes.” 

“'Ah,  what  is  that?”  jf 

The  rescuers  crouched  down  against  the  gallery  wall.  An 
unmistakable  sound  came  to  their  ears. 

A  scraping  sound  it  was  and  a  deep  breathing.  Then 
footsteps  were  heard  in  the  court. 

"'Curse  it  all,  Jake,  that  was  a  hard  climb,”  said  a  fa¬ 
miliar  voice.  It  was  Lester  Wall. 

“  Yes,  you’re  right !”  replied  the  Three-Card  gambler,  for 
he  it  was.  “But  I  reckon  this  ’ere  is  the  safest  place  ye 
could  find  fer  the  gal.” 

"That’s  true.” 

The  detectives  knelt  like  panthers  ready  for  a  spring. 
Old  King  Brady  whispered  faintly  to  Harry : 

“We  might  corner  these  two  birds  right  here.  We  would 
lose  nothing  by  it.” 

"All  right,”  agreed  the  young  detective. 

So  they  waited  for  their  birds  to  come  nearer,  but  thev 
never  came. 

There  was  a  queer,  shuffling  sound  and  a  click  and  then 

all  was  silence. 


For  some  while  our  adventurers  waited  and  listened. 
Then  the  truth  dawned  upon  them. 

The  villains  had  slipped  them. 

Where  had  they  gone  ? 

This  was  the  question. 

They  were  not  in  the  court  of  the  pueblo.  Very  cau¬ 
tiously  the  rescuers  crept  over  every  part  of  it. 

What  could  it  mean? 


Finally  Harry  whispered: 

"I  believe  1  have  the  idea.  The  trap  which  leads  into  the 
underground  part  of  the  pueblo  is  in  the  court.” 

It  was  a  happy  thought. 

The  quest  at  once  began. 

Zealously  and  laboriously  the  detectives  searched  for  the 
secret  trap.  1  he  floor  of  the  court  was  of  adobe  brick  or 
slabs  some  three  feet  square. 

.  E  va>  Old  King  Brady  who  finally  made  the  discoverv 
of  the  trap. 
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Ue  found  a  loose  slab  and  in  an  instant  pressed  it  aside. 
A  pit  some  live  feet  deep  was  revealed. 

Leading  from  this  was  a  corridor.  One  by  one  the  res¬ 
cuers  dropped  down  into  this  and  entered  the  corridor. 

It  did  not  take  them  long  to  find  that  they  were  in  a 
perfect  maze  or  labyrinth  of  these  cellar  passages. 

They  led  in  all  directions. 

All  was  silence  in  the  underground  part  of  the  pueblo. 

Wall  and  Jake  had  left  no  other  trace  behind  them. 
Their  trail  could  not  be  followed  in  the  shaly  soil. 

The  detectives  were  puzzled. 

What  was  to  be  done  ? 

There  seemed  a  possibility  of  getting  lost  in  the  depths  of 
the  labyrinth.  For  a  long  while  the  party  wandered  about. 

By  this  time  they  were  utterly  unable  to  find  their  way 
back  to  the  starting  point. 

There  was  no  way  but  to  keep  on.  Still  there  was  no 
trace  of  the  abducted  girl  or  her  abductors. 

Never  had  the  Bradys  been  confronted  with  a  more  ex¬ 
asperating  contingency  or  a  stranger  problem. 

It  was  certain,  however,  that  Grace  Hubert  was  confined 
somewhere  in  the  place.  That  the  labyrinth  of  passages  led 
eventually  to  one  main  chamber  there  was  no  doubt. 

The  construction  of  the  pueblo  was  cpiite  in  keeping  with 
the  ancient  ideas  of  defense  by  the  Pueblo  or  Village  In¬ 
dians. 

For  their  own  safety  they  were  wont  to  band  together  in 
one  vast  building. 

Here  the  little  community  lived  in  close  quarters,-  but 
prepared  at  all  times  to  defend  themselves  from  any  ma¬ 
rauding  tribe  in  their  own  castle. 

This  labyrinth  had  no  doubt  been  intended  as  a  last  place 
of  refuge  or  a  veritable  citadel. 

The  labyrinth  would  puzzle  and  perhaps  defeat  the  foe. 

So  the  Bradys  found  that  it  was  indeed  a  most  exasperat¬ 
ing  obstacle.  It  seemed  bound  to  balk  them. 

Finally,  after  what  seemed  hours  of  wandering,  the  little 
party  came  to  a  halt. 

“This  certainly  won't  do,5’  declared  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  have  simply  been  walking  about  in  our  own  tracks. 
That  is  the  truth  of  it.  We  might  keep  on  thus  until 
doomsday.” 

“Correct,”  agreed  Lieutenant  Chase,  “but  Wall  seemed 
to  have  no  difficulty.  He  must  know  the  secret  of  the  laby¬ 
rinth.”  •  •  f  '• 

“Let  me  see,”  said  Harry.  “Ought  we  not  to  guess  that 
!  secret  ?” 

“Can  we?” 

“I  have  seen  plans  of  labyrinths  which  were  solved  bv 
keeping  always  to  the  right  to  bring  one  to  its  end.  Per¬ 
haps  this  is  built  on  the  same  principle.” 

“Bv  Jove !”  cried  Chase.  “I  never  thought  of  that,” 

•  “We  have  been  turning  in  any  and  every  direction.” 

I  “That  is  true.” 

“Let  us  try  turning  every  right  hand  corner." 

This  was  done. 

At  times:  the  explorers  seemed  to  be  turning  directly  back 
and  retracing  their  steps,  but  presently  they  discovered 
that  Lc'V  had  hit  upon  the  key  to  the  puzzle. 


Broader  grew  the  passages  and  a  slight  current  of  air 
was  felt. 

“Well,”  cried  Dave,  “we  are  certainly  coming  out  some¬ 
where.” 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  came  to  an  abrupt  halt. 

“Sli !”  he  whispered.  Silence  fell  upon  the  party. 

Then  the  distant  murmur  of  voices  came  distinctly  to 
their  ears.  It  was  a  thrilling  moment. 

Triumph  seemed  to  be  theirs.  That  they  were  close  upon 
the  abductors  at  last  they  felt  sure. 

Slowly  and  steadily;  they  crept  forward.  Every  moment 
the  voices  sounded  nearer.  Then  suddenly  a  distant  glim¬ 
mer  of  light  was  seen. 

A  few  moments  later  the  passage  broadened.  A  square 
chamber  of  enormous  dimensions  was  revealed. 

Hundreds  of  refugees  could  have  congregated  here.  It 
was  surely  a  place  of  refuge. 

But  at  present  it  was  the  prison  chamber  of  Grace  Hu¬ 
bert,  The  young  girl,  with  her  arms  bound  behind  her, 
stood,  pale  but  resolute,  against  one  of  the  pillars  of  brick. 

Before  her  stood  Wall  and  Three-Card  Jake.  The  for¬ 
mer  villain,  with  folded  arms,  was  grinning  at  his  fair  cap¬ 
tive  and  saying : 

“Oh,  you’ll  think  it  over  and  come  to  terms.  IPs  the 
best  thing  you  can  do.  I'm  not  the  worst  man  in  the 
world.’’ 

“You  are  a  coward  a] id  a  villain,"  declared  Grace,  forc¬ 
ibly.  “You  may  have  my  answer  now.  I  will  never  marry- 
you.” 

“Then  you  will  forever  remain  a  prisoner  in  this  place,’* 

The  young  girl  was  silent. 

“Don't  you  see  how  helpless  you  are?”  leered  the  villain. 
“Why,  I  could  force  you  to  do  anything  I  wished.  I  be¬ 
lieve  I'll  exact  tribute  in. the  shape  of  a  kiss.” 

With  this  he  grasped  her  arms. 

This  act  precipitated  matters. 

Chase,  maddened  beyond  control,  gave  a  hoarse  cry7 : 

“Grace  !  Keep  up  !  1  am  coming  to  save  y7ou  !” 

He  made  a  mad  rush  and  plunge  forward.  He  dared 
not  use  his  pistol  for  fear  of  hitting  the  girl  he  loved. 

In  another  moment  he  would  have  launched  himself 
upon  his  hated  rival  and  the  result  would  have  been  hard 
to  tell. 

But  unfortunately  an  unexpected  thing  happened. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

,  ( 

OUTWITTED. 

As  Chase  went  to  the  rescue  of  the  captive  girl  so  pre¬ 
cipitately  the  detectives  followed  him. 

In  another  moment  a  hand-to-hand  struggle  would  have  . 
been  in  order. 

But  Three-Card  Jake  had  seen  him  coming  before  his 
words  even  announced  the  fact.  He  made  quick  action. 

Swift  as  a  flash  he  closed  the  slide  of  the  lantern,  which 
illumined  the  cavern  chamber. 
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Rplln  l”  shouted  the  old.  detective. 


Then  sharp  exclamations  and  the  shuffling  of  feet  fol¬ 
lowed.  Old  King  Brady  Hashed  his  own  lantern  upon  'the 
scene. 

It  revealed  a  dismaying  fact. 

The  birds  were  gone. 

“Pursue  them,”  he  cried.  “Which  way  have  they  gone  ?” 

This  was  not  an  easy  question  to  answer.  Nobody  had 
seen  them  go  in  any  direction. 

For  a  moment  they  were  confused.  Then  Old  King 
Brady  suddenly  remembered. 

“Take  every  left  hand  turn,”  he  cried.  “We’ll  catch 
them  yet.” 

“Come  on  1”  shouted  Dane. 

With  this  the  rescuers  started  away  through  the  laby¬ 
rinth.  They  ran  on  until  completely  exhausted. 

After  a  long  time,  it  seemed  ages,  the  end  of  the  laby¬ 
rinth  was  reached.  They  burst  into  the  opn  air. 

The  faint  light  of  dawn  was  beginning  to  appear  in  the 
east.  Down  by  the  cowboys’  camp  there  was  the  light  of  a 
camp  fire. 


“Hello !” 

“What  do  you  want?”  B 

“Mister  Wall  sends  Iris  compliments  and  demands  a  sur¬ 
render.” 

“Indeed,”  replied  the  old  detective,  ironically.  “That 
is  very  kind  of  Mr.  Wall.  You  may  return  and  tell  him 
that  he  may  come  and  take  us  if  he  can. 

“Then  ye  won’t  surrender  ?” 

“Of  course  not.” 

“Don’t  ye  know  that  we’re  ten  to  one  agin’  ye?” 

“I  don’t  care  if  you  are  one  hundred  to  one.  We  will 
not  surrender. 

“All  right.  Then  be  prepared  to  die  !”  W 

With  this  thq  truce  bearer  galloped  back.  Old  King 
Brady  returned  to  his  post. 

“Well,”  said  Dane,  “we  can  at  least  hold  the  fort  as  long 
as  our  ammunition  lasts.” 

“We  must  make  every  shot  count.” 

“We  will.” 


The  detectives  could  distinguish  forms  dimly,  moving 
about.  Something  was  going  on  down  there. 

But  nothing  could  be  seen  of  the  three  fugitives.  If  they 
had  escaped  from  the  labyrinth  with  their  fair  prisoner 
they  must  have  reached  the  camp. 

Eor  a  moment  the  rescuers  were  nonplussed.  They  were 
not  long  in  doubt,  however,  as  to  what  it  was  necessary  to 
do. 

For  suddenly  the  crack  of  rifles  and  revolvers  smote  upon 
the  air. 

Bullets  whistled  about  them  and  struck  the  adobe  walls 
of  the  pueblo. 

“Get  down,”  commanded  Old  King  Brady.  “They  are 
coming  for  us.” 

“It  will  be  safer  to  get(into  the  pueblo,”  cried  Chase. 

“That  is  right.” 

The  lieutenant’s  plan  was  adopted.  It  was  likely  that 
the  villains  meant  to  give  the  rescuers  a  hard  battle. 

The  odds  were  ten  to  one,  to  be  sure,  but  the  rescuing 
party  had  the  advantage  of  being  in  a  fortress. 

It  would  be  easy  to  pick  off  any  cowboy  who  should  at¬ 
tempt  to  scale  the  wall  of  the  pueblo. 

Protected  by  the  adobe  walls,  the  four  defenders  of  the 
place  could  fire  through  the  narrow  apertures  which  served 
as  windows  with  ease. 

And  this  they  did. 

Bullets  rattled  into  the  pueblo,  but  the  detectives  re¬ 
sponded  hotly. 

Several  saddles  were  emptied  before  the  cowboys  realized 
the  folly  of  trying  the  pass. 

Then  they  retreated. 

At  a  safe  distance  a  halt  was  called.  Then  a  horseman 
rode  forward  with  a  flag  of  truce. 

“Hello  1”  cried  Dane.  “They’ve  got  sick  of  it  already.” 

“Don’t  be  too  sure,”  admonished  Chase.  “There  is  no 
doubt  a  trick  in  this.” 

Nearer  drew  the  truce  bearer. 

When  within  hailing  distance  he  came  to  a  stop. 

Old  King  Brady  stepped  out. 


A  derisive  }^ell  now  came  from  the  cowboys. 

But  they  did  not  return  to  the  attack. 

Instead  they  deployed  about  the  pueblo,  as  if  to  sur¬ 
round  it.  It  looked  as  if  they  meditated  a  siege. 

“'Let  ’em  try  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  grimly.  “We’ll 
find  something  to  live  on  if  it’s  only  lizhrds  and  snails.” 

An  hour  passed. 

Then  the  siege  was  raised. 


For  some  reason  the  plan  of  starving  out  the  occupants 
of  the  pueblo  was  abandoned. 

The  cowboys  saddled  their  horses  and  rode  away  with 
their  fair  prisoner  in  their  midst. 

Old  King  Brady  was  surprised. 

But  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said : 

“Come !  We  will  find  our  horses  and  pursue  them.” 

“Aye  i”  cried  the  lieutenant.  “We  must  not  lose  sight  of 
them.” 


Down  from  the  pueblo  they  climbed.  Then  they  re¬ 
turned  to  the  depression,  where  they  had  left  their  ponies 
the  day  before. 

As  they  reached  the  spot  they  saw  no  sign  of  them. 

The  ponies  had  been  hobbled  and  could  not  have  strayed 
a  mile.  But  no  sign  of  them  was  seen. 

A  horrible  thought  dawned  upon  all. 

lor  a  moment  it  caused  a  feeling  of  awful  depression. 
Had  the  ponies  been  stolen  by  the  foe  ? 

If  so  pursuit  was  out  of  the  question. 

They  were  beaten. 

do  attempt  the  pursuit  on  foot  would  be  folly.  Sud¬ 
denly  the  suspicion  was  verified. 

In  a  little  depression  in  the  plain  the  bodies  of  the  four 
horses  were  found  wTith  bullet  wounds  in  their  fufads. 

It  vras  easy  to  see  now  why  the  cowboys  had  abandoned 
the  siege.  > 

They  knew  that  the  detectives  could  not  pursue  them  and 
that  they  could  make  sure  of  their  safety. 

Chagrin  and  defeat  was  the  portion  of  the  rescuers. 

1  oi  a  time  all  stood  silently  looking  at  the  dead  horses. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  said : 
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"They've  fooled  us  this  time,  but  they  won’t  do  it  again.” 

"If  we  ever  see  them  again,”  said  Dane. 

"Pshaw !  That  is  a  certainty.” 

“What  do  vou  advise?” 

V 

"Just  this,"  said  the  old  detective,  with  quick  calculation. 
“You,  Hr.  Dane,  must  start  back  to  Colliers.” 

"It  is  a  long  walk." 

"You  ought  to  do  it  in  two  days.” 

"Oh,  yes.’'’ 

"Well,  when  you  get  there  call  out  the  vigilants.  Return 
here  with  them  as  quickly  as  you  can.  If  yon  can  find  our 
trail  follow  it.  We  will  leave  marks  on  the  plain  by  which 
von  can  trace  it.” 

"You  i”  exclaimed  Dane.  "What  are  you  going  to  do  ?” 

"We  are  going  to  trail  the  gang.” 

_  "On  foot  ?” 

'  "Yes.”  . 

"Will  that  be  possible?” 

"I  think  so,  unless  we  have  rain  to  obliterate  the  trail.” 

"Very  good,”  agreed  Dane.  "I  will  follow  your  instruc¬ 
tions.” 

"Xow,  as  for  you,  lieutenant,”  said  the  old  detective, 
turning  to  Chase,  "T  believe  your  best  plan  is  to  make  your 
way  to  Fort  Grant,  get  out  a  company  of  troops  and  ride 
back- here  as  quickly  as  you  can.” 

"I  see,”  agreed  the  lieutenant.  "You  detectives  will  go 
ahead  together.” 

,  "Yes.” 

"Your  instructions  will  be  followed.” 

"Very  good.” 

No  time  was  lost. 

Dane  at  once  set  out  for  Lone  Tree  or  Colliers.  The  lieu¬ 
tenant  started  for  Fort  Grant.  The  detectives  took  the 
trail  of  the  cowboys. 

Soon  the  Bradys  had  left  the  pueblo  out  of  sight. 

They  kept  on  over  the  soft  soil  of  the  plain,  in  which  the 
hoof  marks  were  plainly  visible. 

"Well,”  said  Harry,  as  they  trudged  on,  "I  have  often 
thought  it  tough  work  tracking  thieves  in  the  slums  of  New 
York,  but  it’s  not  a  circumstance  to  doing  work  in  Texas.” 

"You’re  right,  my  boy,”  agreed  the  elder  detective.  "This 
is  the  country  of  magnificent  distances.” 

"Wre  will  never  overtake  those  rascals.” 

"Not  unless  they  make  an  extended  stay  somewhere.” 

"That  may  be  possible.” 

"Oh,  yes.” 

"Let  us  hope  it  will  be  so.” 

Gradually  the  day  waned.  The  shadows  of  night  began 

to  fall. 

All  day  long  naught  had  been  presented  to  the  detectives 
but  a  boundless,  level  plain. 

Now,  however,  the  yellow  summits  of  high  hills  were  seen 
in  the  distance. 

It  was  plain  that  they  were  entering  a  new  country,  per¬ 
haps  the  borders  of  another. State  were  before  them. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  gave  a  start. 

'WVhat  is  that?”  he  exclaimed. 

He  pointed  northward. 

Harry  looked  in  that  direction  and  saw  at  once  the  cause 


of  this  remark.  Some  dark  objects  were  seen  advancing 
over  the  plain. 

They  were  plainly  horsemen.  The  motion  showed  that 
they  were  galloping  fast. 

For  a  moment  the  two  detectives  thought  of  the  cowboys. 

Were  they  on  the  return? 

Then  they  remembered  that  the  cavalcade  which  was 
approaching  came  from  a  totally  different  direction. 

"They  see  us  and  are  coming  down  upon  us,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  "We  cannot  evade  them.” 

"Well,”  said  Harry,  looking  to  his  pistol,  "let  them  come. 
How  many  of  them  are  there  ?” 

"A  dozen.’* 

"Probably  plainsmen  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  sharp  cry. 

"No,”  he  shouted.  "They  are  Indians.” 

"Indians !” 

“Yes.” 

The  two  detectives  watched  the  approaching  savages  with 
interest  and  some  apprehension. 

While  none  of  the  tribes  of  the  Southwest  were  distinctly 
hostile,  yet  they  were  notorious  as  thieves  and  outlaws. 

There  was  no  telling  what  the  result  of  a  conflict  with 
them  might  be. 

The  detectives,  therefore,  got-  their  weapons  in  readiness 
and  awaited  the  coming  of  the  savages. 

Nearer  they  drew  rapidfy. 

They  were  a  dozen  in  number  and  rode  stout  little  mus¬ 
tang  ponies. 

That  they  were  Navajos  was  plain  from  the  fact  that 
they  carried  lances  and  wore  the  Navajo  headdress. 

The  detectives  waited  until  they  were  within  fifty  yards. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

TILE  RESCUE. 

At  the  distance  of  fifty  yards  the  detectives  raised  their 
revolvers. 

Instantly  the  Navajos  brought  their  little  steeds  up 
short. 

\ 

They  sat  there  for  a  few  moments  regarding  the  two  de¬ 
tectives  curiously.  Then  the  leader  raised  his  hand : 

"White  man  no  fear.  Navaho  friend  of  white  man. 
Heap  good  friend.” 

"All  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  "See  that  you  prove 
it.” 

"Who  you  be  ?  Mebbe  come  long  way  ?”  asked  the  chief. 

"We  come  from  Lone  Tree.” 

The  chief  spoke  guttural  words  to  his  companions. 

Then  he  asked: 

"Where  go?” 

"'We  are  after  a  party  of  white  men  who  have  stolen 
away  a  young  white  girl.” 

The  Navajo  chief’s  face  lit  up  and  his  stolidity  vanished. 

"Young  white  squaw  ride  on  horse,  white  men  all 
around  ?” 
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“Have  you  seen  them?"  asked  Old  King  Brady,  eagerly. 
“Yah,  yah ;  me  see  white  squaw.  So  far  that  way,’  point¬ 
ing  west. 

The  detectives  were;  interested. 


“What’s  your  name?"  asked  Harry. 

“Me  Hawk  Feather,  big  chief.” 

“Good !  Will  you  go  on  the  trail  of  the  white  men  with 
us  ?  We  pay  you  well  ?” 

But  the  Navajo  chief  shook  his  head. 

“White  men  hab  many  guns.  Kill  quick.  Injun  no 
chance.” 


“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “it  looks  as  if  we  must  go 
on  alone,  Harry.” 

“Yes.”  •  • 

At  this  moment  Hawk  Feather  reined  his  pony  nearer. 
“Mebbe  white  man  hab  heap  money?”  he  asked. 

“  Yes,  we  have  some  money.” 

“Mebbe  white  man  buy  pony  of  Injun?  Sell  cheap.” 
“Harry,”  gasped  Old  King  Brady,  “here  is  ohr  chance.” 
“'You’re  right.” 

“What  do  you  ask  for  your  ponies?”  asked  the  old  detec¬ 
tive. 


“Mebbe  ten  dollars  dis  one,”  replied  the  chief. 

“'Get  off,”  cried  the  old  detective.  “Here  is  your  money.” 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it  the  detectives  had 
bought  two  of  the  Indians’  ponies. 

Indian  saddles  and  bridles  went  with  them.  Those  sav¬ 
ages  thus  dismounted  rode  two  and  two  with  the  others. 

The  detectives  mounted  their  new  purchases  and  said 
adieu  to  the  savages.  They  at  once  set  out  at  a  full  gallop. 

Darkness  now  shut  down  rapidly  and  it  was  not  long  be¬ 
fore  they  were  obliged  to  camp. 

They  did  this  reluctantly. 

But  it  w'as  likely  that  the  cowboys  would  do  the  same, 
so  that  there  was  still  a  chance  to  overtake  them. 

The  Bradys  had  indulged  in  nothing  to  eat  for  the  last 
twenty-four  hours,  but  before  leaving  Lone  Tree  they  had 
provided  themselves  with  a  luncheon. 

This  now  was  all  in  good  service  to  them.  They  ate  it 
with  avidity. 

The  ponies  were  hobbled  and  left  to  graze. 

Then  the  detectives  lay  down  upon  the  floor  of  the  plain 
and  were  soon  fast  asleep. 

But  the  early  light  of  dawn  had  hardly  begun  to  tinge  the 
east  before  they  were  up  and  in  the  saddle  again. 

Mile  after  mile  sped  away  and  now  they  were  quite  near 
the  range  of  hills. 

Suddenly  Harry  rose  on  his  horse’s  back  and  exclaimed: 

“I  see  smoke.” 


“Do  you  ?” 
“Yes.” 


Old  King  Brady  at  the  same  moment  caught  sight  of  the 
distant  wreath  of  white  which  hung  above  a  pass  in  the 
hills. 

It  would  seem  to  indicate  but  one  thing:. 

i  c? 

This  was  a  camp. 

Was  it  the  camp  of  the  cowboys? 

Time  would  tell.  On  they  galloped  rapidly.  Soon  they 
were  at  I  lie  mouth  of  the  pass. 


It  was  now  necessary  to  proceed  with  caution. 

This  was  proved  to  be  all  unnecessary,  however,  for  in 
the  pass  was  found  the  remains  of  a  campfire  D’om  wn:dj 
came  the  wreath  of  smoke.  But  it  was  deserted.  v 

That  the  cowboys  had  stopped  there  but  a  short  time  lie- 
fore  there  was  no  doubt. 

The  detectives  knew  by  this  that  they  had  gained  ground 
and  were  close  upon  the  trail  of  the  villains. 

So  they  pressed  forward  eagerly. 

The  pass  led  between  high  cliffs  for  several  miles. 

Finally  it  wound  around  in  many  curves  and  began  to 
show  signs  of  termination.  But  at  this  moment  a  startling 
thing  happened. 

Distant  pistol  shots  reached  the  ears  of  the  detectives. 

Then  was  heard  the  clatter  of  horses’  hoofs  flying  down 
the  canyon.  The  next  moment  a  startling  sight  burst  into 
view. 

A  mustang  with  head  down  and  nostrils  blown  was  racing 
down  the  pass. 

On  his  back  with  the  reins  gripped  tight  and  a  revolver 
flourished  in  her  right  hand  was  a  young  girl. 

It  was  Grace  Hubert. 

The  detectives  pulled  up  their  horses  in  wonder  and  ad¬ 
miration.  | 

Grace  Hubert  was  a  girl  of  the  athletic  type.  Sweet  and 
winsome  and  no  less  womanly,  she  was  brave  and  skilled 
with  a  rifle  or  a  horse. 

The  detectives  w*ere  asjtounded,  but  it  did  not  take  them 
long  to  take  in  the  situation. 

The  young  girl,  at  sight  of  them,  gave  a  cry  of  joy  and 
triumph. 

She  reined  her  horse  up. 

“Oh,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,”  she  cried.  “I  thought  1 
would  never  be  able  to  make  my  escape.” 

“Miss  Hubert !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “  What  does  this 
mean?  We  have  followed  the  trail  for  two  dovs  now  and 
had  almost  given  you  up.” 

“Those  villains  thought  they  had  me  safe  and  sure,”  de¬ 
clared  Grace. 

“You  escaped  !  But  how?” 

“I  will  tell  you.  You  know  they  had  bound  my  hands 
and  forced  me  to  ride  in  their  midst.” 

“Well,  I  waited  my  chance.  My  wrists  are  small  and  I 
managed  to  wrench  them  free.  Then  I  seized  the  revolver 
from  the  belt  of  the  cowboy  nearest  me.  I  shot  him,  and, 
giving  my  horse  rein,  outrode  them  all,  and  here  I  am.” 

The  Bradys  were  electrified. 

“Why,  Miss  Hubert,  you  are  a  genuine  heroine."  cried 
Old  King  Brady. 

“It?  was  a  plucky  deed,”  said  Harry. 

But  at  this  moment  distant  hoof  beats  were  heard. 

Grace  picked  up  the  reins. 

“We  had  better  ride,”  she  said.  “They  may  overtake  us." 

“You  are  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  best  to 
be  on  the  safe  side.” 

So  they  gave  rein  to  their  horses  and  galloped  a  wav  down 
the  cam  on.  In  a  short  while  thov  were  again  upon  the 
plain. 

A  few  miles  were  put  between  them  and  the  hills. 
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Thou  mov  saw  their  pursuers  far  behind  them. 

'  They  were  coming  on  at  a  rapid  pace  and  they  began  to 
slow  1\  gain.  But  G  race  said  without  apprehension : 

*T  tliink  we  will  outride  them,  as  their  horses  are  jaded. 
If  we  can  only  hold  out  until  darkness  comes  we  can  easily 
slip  them.” 

“Bravo!”  cried  Old  King  Brady’  delightedly.  “You  are 
a  tactician,  Miss  Hubert.” 

“Oh,  no,”  replied  the  young  girl,  modestly,  “but  life  on 
the  plains  makes  one  very  self-reliant/” 

Suddenly  Harry  gave  a  shout. 

“Hurrah  !”  he  cried.  “Look  yonder  !” 

Far  out  on  the  southern  horizon  a  body  of  horsemen  was 
seen.  Even  at  that  distance  they  had  the  mark  of  soldiers. 

“It  is  Lieutenant  Chase,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
are  safe.  Now  we  will  turn  the  tables.” 

The  detectives  pulled  up  their  horses.  But  a  glance 
showed  that  Wall  and  his  gang  had  seen  the  peril  which  im¬ 
pended  over  them. 

They  had  turned  and  -were  fleeing  back  to  the  hills. 
Nearer  every  moment  came  the  squad  of  cavalry. 

Soon  they  were  within  hailing  distance.  Fully  a  hundred 
yards  in  advance  of  them  rode  the  figure  of  Lieutenant 
Chase. 

Grace  sat  quite  still  on  her  horse  and  the  roses  came  sud¬ 
denly  into  her  pale  cheeks. 

The  detectives  pretended  not  to  notice  this.  The  next 
moment  the  young  lieutenant  Hung  himself  from  his  horse 
and  was  at  her  stirrup. 

“'Grace !”  he  cried,  eagerly  and  joyously. '  “Thank  God 
you  are  safe !  Oh,  1  had  feared  the  worst.” 

‘“Yes,”  replied  the  young  girl,  with  a  rippling  laugh.  “I 
think  1  played  a  good  hand  with  the  villains.  Don’t  you, 
Mr.  Brady?” 

“Indeed  I  do,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

Then  some  low  conversation  followed  between  the  lovers. 
The  detectives  withdrew  to  a  good  distance  and  engaged 
the  soldiers  in  conversation. 

After  some  moments  Grace  and  the  lieutenant  rode  up. 
“Well,”  said  Chase,  lightly,  “we  seem  to  have  accom¬ 
plished  the  object  of  our  expedition.  What  next,  Mr. 
Brady  ?” 

“The  next  thing  for  us  is  to  find  and  hang  the  murderer 
of  Colone/Hubert,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Certainly,”*  agreed  the  lieutenant.  “I  will  detail  an 
escort  of  five  men  to  take  you  back  to  Lone  dree,  Miss 

Grace.”  f  , 

“No,”  declared  the  young  girl,  resolutely.  “Nobody  has 
a  better  right  to  be  in  at  the  avenging  of  my  father  s  death 

than  1.” 

“What,  you?”  r 

|  “Yes.”  • 

“Why,  Grace,”  said  Chase,  anxiously.  “I  am  afraid  that 
will  not  do.  YWu  are  not  strong  enough  to  stand  the  hard 

riding.” 

“Am  I  not?”  said  the  young  girl,  with  a  pout.  “Well, 
you  -hall  see.  I  think  I  can  ride  a  horse  a  bit,  and  I  ve  shot 
my  man,  too.” 

At  thi  all  laughed  and  the  soldiers  broke  into  a  cheer. 


“You  see,”  continued  the  young  girl,  “the  majority  is 
with  me.” 

“Your  influence  is  very  potent,”  declared  Chase.  “I  see 
that  you  have  already  hypnotized  my  men.” 

“Which  shows  their  good  taste,”  declared  Harry,  gal¬ 
lantly. 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  young  girl,  lightly. 
“I  am  sure  you  are  all  very  gallant,  but  while  we  are  con¬ 
sulting  here  our  birds  will  escape  us.” 

“Bravo !”  cried  Old  King  Bradv.  “1  think  it  is  you  who 
should  wear  the  lieutenant’s  shoulder  straps,  Miss  Hubert. 
Let  us  be  off.” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

WHLGII  IS  THE  END. 

»  • 

1  41  I 

A  second  bidding  was  not  necessary. 

All  at  once  went  to  saddle.  Charming  and  fearless  Grace 
Hubert  rode  in  advance  with  the  lieutenant  and  the  detec¬ 
tives. 

Out  over  the  plain  they  rode  in  pursuit  of  Wall  and  his 
gang.  . 

But  the  cowboys  had  already  reached  the  hills  and  van¬ 
ished. 

All  the  rest  of  the  day  the  quest  went  on. 

The  soldiers  made  a  complete  circuit  of  the  region  for 
miles  about.  ^ 

Everything  possible  was  done  to  get  track  of  the  villains. 

But  it  was  vain. 

They  had  vanished  and  not  a  trace  of  them  could  be 
found. 

For  three  days  the  quest  was  kept  up.  Then  it  was 
abandoned. 

Disconcerted  but  not  discouraged,  the  party  withdrew. 
Lack  of  provisions  prevented  a  longer  stay. 

The  soldiers  went  back  to  Fort  Grant. 

The  lieutenant,  with  the  detectives  and  Miss  Hubert, 
went  down  to  Lone  Tree.  Their  arrival  created  a  sensation.  , 

Of  course  the  details  were  well  known  there. 

Dyke  Dane  had  raised  a  band  of  vigilants  and  .  had 
scoured  the  plains,  but  all  in  vain. 

He  had  missed  the  trail  of  the  detectives,  so  he  had  been 
compelled  to  return  to  Lone  Tree  after  a  fruitless  quest. 

The  burning  of  the  ranch  had  excited  the  little  Western 
toAvn  greatly.  Public  sentiment  against  Wall  ran  high. 

Had  he  appeared  in  the  town  just  then  he^ would  have 
been  certain  to  ornament  a  tree  in  short  order. 

So  when  the  detectives  returned  with  Grace  Hubert  all 
safe  and  sound  thev  met  with  an  ovation. 

4/ 

“Ye  kin  bet  on  one  thing,”  said  Shafer,  the  hotel  keeper. 
“I’m  mighty  glad  we  didn’t  hang  the  leftenant  that  day. 
What  a  mistake  that  would  have  been.” 

“It  vras  a  mistake  sure  enough,”  agreed  Chase.  “But  I 
did  not  fear.  I  knew  I  was  innocent.” 

“You  kin  thank  the  Bradys  fer  that,”  said  the  hotel 
keeper. 
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“I  shall  never  cease  to  remember  the  obligation,  declared 
the  young  otlicer. 

“There  is  no  obligation,  my  boy,”  said  the  old  detective, 
hastily.  “It  was  only  in  the  line  of  duty.” 

“But  what  will  ye  do  now?”  asked  the  persistent  Shafer. 
“Do  ye  think  ye'll  ever  git  track  of  Wall?” 

“We  shall  not  return  East  until  we  get  our  man,’  said 
Old  King  Brady. 

“You  mean  it?” 

“I  do.” 

“Well,”  said  the  lieutenant,  earnestly,  “I  hope  you  will 
succeed,  Mr.  Brady,  and  I  am  at  your  disposal  if  I  can  at 
any  time  assist  you.” 

“Which  is  very  kind  of  you,”  replied  the  old  detective, 
“but  I  think  Harry  and  I  can  figure  it  out  alone/' 

Grace  was  installed  in  the  family  of  one  of  Colonel  Hu¬ 
bert’s  old  friends. 

The  burning  of  the  ranch  did  not  by  any  means  leave 
her  destitute. 

Colonel  Hubert  had  left  a  large  fortune  and  she  was  the 
only  heir. 

Her  first  move  was  to  arrange  for  the  rebuilding  of  the 

i 

ranch. 

This  astonished  her  friends., 

“'Why  do  you  do  that  ?”  asked  one. 

“I  have  lived  on  a  ranch  and  I  am  happy  there,”  she  de¬ 
clared. 

“But  it  is  a  rough  life  and  hardly  fit  for  a  young  lady  of 
your  stamp,”  was  the  argument.  “How  can  you  control  the 
rough  men?” 

“I  will  show  you,”  she  said,  confidently.  “Ranch  XX. 

shall  be  rebuilt.” 

\  /  ,» 

In  the  meanwhile  the  Bradys  were  busy  on  the  track  of 
the  secret  assassins  of  Colonel  Hubert.  •  ( 

They  had  no  doubt  that  these  were  the  two  half-breeds, 
Manuel  and  Chavez. 

That  they  were,  however,  only  tire  tools  of  Wall  there  was 
a  certainty. 

Old  King  Brady’s  theory  was  one  of  “lie  low  and  wrait.” 

“It’s  just  this  way,”  he  declared.  “Wall  will  come  back 
here  for  a  dead  certainty.  He  is  persistent  and  lie  will 
never  give  up  his  cherished  scheme.” 

“1'ou  think  he  will  try  to  abduct  Miss  Grace  again?” 
asked  Dane. 

“He  will  either  do  that  or  come  back  for  revenge.” 

“It  may  be.” 

The  move  decided  upon  by  the  detectives  was  a  shrewd 
one. 

The  report  was  circulated  that  the  Bradys  were  to  return 
East. 

Then  they  dropped  out  of  sight. 

Two  typical  Californians  lounged  about  Shafer’s  Hotel 
day  after  day.  They  were  the  detectives  in  disguise. 

No  man  entered  the  place  or  even  the  town  that  he  was 
not  closely  scrutinized. 

Thus  the  days  passed. 


Ordinary  men  might  have  deemed  it  unlikely  that  they 
would  ever  be  heard  from  again  and  give  up  the  case. 

But  the  Bradys  were  not  of  this  kind. 

Persistence  and  application  were  the  qualities  which  had 
won  them  many  a  hopeless  case  and  turned  man)  an  as¬ 
sumed  defeat  into  victory. 

So  they  patiently  waited. 

After  all  it  was  the  best  course  they  could  pursue. 

To  have  continued  the  random  quest  for  the  villain  might 
have  resulted  in  putting  him  so  thoroughly  upon  his  guard 
that  he  could  never  have  been  caught. 

Time  proved  the  detectives’  theory  to  be  correct. 

\  One  day  a  man  rode  up  to  the  hotel  entrance  and  dis¬ 
mounted. 

At  sight  of  him  the  Bradys  gave  a  start. 

lie  was  cleverly  disguised. 

But  in  spite  of  this  they  knew  him. 

It  was  Three-Card  J  ake. 

The  villain  entered  the  barroom  carelessly  and  called  for 
a  drink.  As  he  stood  at  the  bar  his  hawk  eyes  scanned  the 


room. 


He  was  plainly  looking  over  the  field  to  see  if  all  was 
clear. 

It  was  easy  for  the  detectives  to  guess  the  meaning  of  his 
presence  here. 

There  was  no  doubt  but  that  he  had  been  sent  by  Wall  to 
make  sure  that  the  coast  was  clear. 

The  tall  gambler  drank  his  whisky  and  then  sat  down  at 
a  table.  He  smoked  leisurely  and  eyed  every  person  enter¬ 
ing  the  place.' 

The  Bradys  watched  him  in  a  guarded  way. 

Finally  Old  King  Brady  whispered : 

I  am  going  to  try  it  on,  Harry.” 

Eh  ?”  exclaimed  the  young  detective.  “Do  you  think  it 

safe.”' 

Why  not?”  | 

He  might  suspect  something.  If  he  should  the  chance  is 
lost,  for  the  quarry  would  be  frigfitened  off.'’ 

“Nothing  venture,  nothing  gain.” 

“Very  well.  We  will  try  it.” 

Old  King  Bradv  leaned  over  his  table  and  said  in  a  loud 


“] 


voice : 

ee 


Anybody  wanter  try  a  game  of  draw?” 

Three-Card  Jake  gave  a  start.  *  \ 

He  looked  keenly  at  the  old  detective.  Others  in  the 
room  did  the  same,  but  the  tall  gambler  said : 

“I’m  yer  man.” 

V 

“Come  on,  then.” 

So  Three-Card  sat  down  at  the  table  with  the  two  pseudo 
Californians.  It  soon  became  evident  that  luck  was  going 

v  O  O 

his  way. 

He  played  a  shrewd  game  and  the  detectives  saw  some 
things  to  which  they  might  have  taken  exceptions. 

But  they  did  not. 

As  the  game  progressed  the  detectives  improved  the  op¬ 
portunity  to  wax  chummy  with  the  envoy.  Jake  took  it  all 
j  greedily  and  the  result  was  that  in  a  burst  of  confidence  he 


In  all  this  time  no  reports  of  the  whereabouts  of  Wall  imparted  the  fact  that  he  had  a  lay  in  the  town, 
or  his  pals  came  to  the  town.  j  “Put  us  onto  it,”  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “We'll  go 
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am 


Two  pilgrims  as  are  all  straight  an'  onto  the  job/’  re¬ 


snacks  with  ye.  We  don't  keer  what  it  is,  slitting  some 
jay's  windpipe  or  lugging  off  some  pooty  gal/  ’ 

Three-Card's  face  lit  up. 

“  There  ye  be,”  he  said.  "You’ve  guessed  it.” 

“Sho  ?  Who's  the  gal  ?” 

“The  Hubert  gal.” 

“The  deuce !  She  was  lugged  off  once  by  Lester  Wall. 
You  don’t  sav - ” 

The  detective  lowered  his  voice  and  the  tall  gambler 
nodded  his  head  slowly. 

“Thar's  four  of  us,”  lie -said.  "We  cut  loose  from  the 
rest  of  the  gang.  Thar’s  me  an’  Wall  and  the  two  half- 
breeds.  They  killed  Colonel  Hubert.” 

"Look  hvar,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  eagerly,  "does  Wall 
pay  up  well?” 

,  "You  bet  he  does.” 

"Can't  you  git  us  into  this  job?  Now,  we  know  a  sure 
wrinkle  fer  gettin’  a  hold  on  that  gal.” 

Three-Card  looked  delighted. 

"Do  ye  mean  it?”  he  whispered.  "Waal,  we  need  help.” 

"We’re  yer  men.” 

"Then  you  kin  bet  Wall  will  pay  ye  well.  Come  along 
with  us  and  we’ll  make  yer  fortune.  Are  ye  straight  goods  ?” 

"Straight.” 

"All  right.  Come  on.” 

The  detectives  followed  Jake  out  into  the  street.  Their 
own  ponies  were  hitched  at  the  door. 

All  mounted  and  rode  oujr  of  the  town.  A  small  cabin 
on  the  Ranch  XX.  trail  was  the  objective  point. 

Three-Card  dismounted  and  rapped  on  the  door.  It 
opened  and  Lester  Wall  stood  on  the  threshold. 

He  looked  searchingly  at  the  detectives. 

"Who’s  this  ye’ve  got,  Jake?”  he  asked. 


plied  the  gambler. 

"Are  ve  sure  ?” 

"Yas.” 

"As  sure  as  death,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  covering  Wall 
with  his  pistol.  "Hands  up,  you  scoundrel.” 

"Treachery !”  shouted  the  villain,  making  an  effort  to 
draw.  But  the  cold  muzzle  in  his  face  caused  him  to  change 
his  mind.  Harry  had  covered  Jake. 

'In  a  twinkling  they  were  handcuffed. 

Later  in  the  day  Manuel  and  Chavez  were  caught  in 
Lone  Tree.  The  next  morning  the  bodies  of  all  dangled 
from  a  tree  as  an  evidence  of  the  summary  course  of  border 
justice. 

The  case  in  Texas  was  ended. 

The  Bradys  went  triumphantly  back  to  Xew  York.  Con¬ 
gratulations  were  repeatedly  showered  upon  them. '  But 
they  put  these  aside  to  grasp  the  exciting  details  of  a  new 
and  fully  as  thrilling  case  of  crime  and  mystery  elsewhere. 

THE  END. 

Bead  "THE  BRADYS  OK  THE  OCEAN;  OR,  THE 
MYSTERY  OF  STATEROOM  KO.  7,”  which  wjjl  be  the 
next  number  (63)  of  "Secret  Sendee.” 
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No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated.  ’ 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  Bv  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  JJy  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  Ilf)  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 


ivi  LonaiM  i  v^h  l_. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  IN  VENTOIL— Every  hov 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains"  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive:  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know" 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS  —Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp.  Xvlo- 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  o';  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomelv 
illustrated,  by  John  Allen. 

No  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson,  bully  illustrated. 
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No  11  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letter* 

iind  old  t0  USe  them  ’  als°  giving  specimen  letters  for  both  young 

No  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES  — Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  ou  all  subjects 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests 

No.  24.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN - 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects* 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction  J  * 

No  5.:;  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
b°ok.  telling  jou  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  vour  father 
mother,  sister  brother,  employer:  and.  in  fact,  evervho'dv  and  w’ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  even  vouXt 
lady  m  the  land  should  luiv*  ibis  bpoli  **  ' 

No.  74  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECT!  Y  Don 
taming  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  am  «uhi*cr  • 

letters1  0S  f°r  punctuat,or  aud  composition;  together  with  <j>eeimon 


TEN  CENT  HAND  BOOKS. 
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THE  STAGE. 

?0Ya  OF  YORK  END  MEN'S  30KE 

BOOK  — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
■K*9t  fainou*  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
tins  wonderful  little  book. 

Nc\  42-  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

AViwnVS 0F\NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
kATsl  JOKh  ROOK.  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
fanmng  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

. v^°w  iL  EDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 

joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  IO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how .  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods,  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The.  most  complete  book  of- the.!  kind 
b*hed.  -1  r  .  jh  •. '  z  U 

No.  30.  HQW  TO  COOR\— dlna  of. 'the  most  instructive' 
tn  cooking  eyec  published...  D  contains  ieeipes  for  c 
flsh.  game,  and  bvsie‘E§  ;  afto  Ties,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOWT  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
try  body,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
jpake  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
kets,  cements,  Aeolian  harp3,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds, 

*  ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY— A  de- 
“iption  of  the  wonderful  uses. of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
etner  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
t  rations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
s.  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
fcJv  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS,— Containing  a 
riipr  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical-tricks, 
•'(  *>^er  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

■ENTERTAINMENT. 

;  -Nek 9. 'HOW  TO  BECOME  $  VENTRILOQUIST, —By, Hafry 
fZtLi.edy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  inrel*-fgei\f  sboy  reading 
I''  >bo’-;  of  instruction'?,  b  a  practical  pvofessQ^ddel/gbthig  multi-* 

tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations);  can  master  the 
in,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friend^..  It.  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  CofTmi')  in  it. 

No/2Q.  -  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN*  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
?ery  valuable  little  book  just  published,.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recreations,  e&cii  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  containsmore  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

[  No!  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  tittle 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle/’ 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc,  v,  / 

No.  36,  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CQNUNDRUMS.-rContaining  tall 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  jamusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings.  \  '  I!  '  !, 

No.  52.  HOWT  TO  PLAY  CARDS— A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage,  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounee,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
A<.  ion  Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

Na  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing'  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  wifhpkey rfto  game.  •  A 
Complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  A^dersori; 

ETIQUETTE/# 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Cqumining  the  rules  and 
etiquette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest !a^d- most  approved  methods 
of  -  -  id  vantage  at  parties,  balls  the  theatre,  church, 

end  iD  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

I  No.  27  HOW  TO  KEOJTE 

(.:»»— God f ai n j n _>  e  most  pom.  ir  selections  m  use,  comprising.  Dutch 
j^ryt  French  dialect.  Yankee  and  frish  dialect  pieces;  together 
na. dj  tandard  readir. g5>. 

(,  V  HOW  TO  BECOME 


SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  vrlisa  uQ  flirtation  astf 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  cosn< 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  Ifi 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  younf.  You  cannot  be  hapfij 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instrua*- 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  ail  popular  square 

u&UC^S 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lovw„ 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquettn 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  Interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  thfl 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  tfcy 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  tbi 
brightest  and  most  valuable  iittle  books  ever  given  to  the  worI$ 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  ar>3 
female.  The  secret  ’a  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  boo*1 
and  be  convinced  bow  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW/TO  KEEB  BIRDS.— HamilWly  illustrated,  an 

■tl'k  1  and  training  of  t&f 

:et.  parrot,  etc. 

.  PIGEONS  ANfc 
Handsomely  illustrafe- 
ed.  Bv  Ira  Drotraw.,  ’  .... 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hint 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bint. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By.  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.—/ 
vahfeble  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mountia 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  csis 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  fu> 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eigkr 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  sv*$ 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS.  cfe 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  *nd  In¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also  ex 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  d 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Tin: 
•book  cannot  be.  equaled. 

:>No.  14;  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand-book  f« 
making  a)!)- kinds  of  candv,  ice-cream,  svrups,  essences,  etc.. 

No.  15;  HOW  TO  BECOME  R IQ II .—This  wonderful  book  pre 
sents  you  with  the  example  ami  ui-e- experience  of  $mne  of  the  tnos.- 
noted  and  wealthy  men.  inv  the  wdrHU-ib^luding  the  self-made  m* 
of  our  country.  The  book  is  edited  by  one  of  the.  mpst  successft 
men  of  the  present  age,  whose  own  example  is  in  itself  guide  enough 
for  those  who  aspire  to  fame  and  mpndy^f^he  book  will  give  y*\ 
the  secret. 


No.  Hi.'fRANK/^OU^HY’S  UNITW%TATES  distances 

ABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving 
*eial  distances 'on  all the  railroads  dU  t|ie/^Vriit£d  States  as.-’ 
nada.  Also  table  of  •  by  w4$er,j$f:  -.h  ports,  hac! 


AND  kook  OF  RECITATIONS. 


TABLES, 
official 

Canada.  ...  .  A  ,  ... 

fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reiiorSii  oX  tHb- census., Ap.,  et,t?..  maki/. 
it  one  -Of  the  most  eotonlete  and  "M&d3  books  puTSiShM.- 
No., 38;  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DQCTQfr:— A  v;r> 
derfu.I  book,  containing  usefuE  and  practical  inf-o rmafefo^-, in  O 
treatment:  of  ordinary  diseases  .and.  ailments  ,  commdnA to;*  evftf 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  .ahd  .effective  recipes  for  general  cei? 
plaints.  a':.  -  .  '  •  •  •  A  .  A 

No.  41,  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S’  JOU; 
BOOK.— Oontaininig  a  great  vafiety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  it.* 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  withov 
this  wonderful  little  book: 

No.  pi  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS. — Oc:  v 
taining  valpahle  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arrangis 
of  stamps. and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  irmx  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brafj 
the  world-known  “detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuab-^* 
and. sensible  rules-  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventurm 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No,  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contair 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  i* 
a Iso  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  othtf 
Trartspa rene’es.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De 

ANo:  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY . 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance 
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no*'  k  r,  ,*eader  and  elocution i-»t-..  Also  eontaioiag  g 
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cd  rode  at  the  head  of  the  company  and  saluted  Oom  Paul  as  lie  passed  him,  who  raised 

pleased  with  the  soldierly  appearance  of  the  men. 


ll$  hat  and  seemed 


